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TO THE SECOND EDITION. 


H E. favourable reception which the 

former Edition has met with from 
the Public, renders it now requiſite toteſtify 
our thanks, and to ſay, it affords a pleaſing 
ſatisfaction when an attempt to form a col- 
lection of various Songs, has been ſo well 
and fo univerſally received. On this oc-, 


caſion, it is but a duty to declare, that no 


pains has been ſpared to render this Edition 
the moſt complete that has yet been pre- 
ſented at the ſhrine of public favor. Such 
ſongs, as from their merit have been ren- 
dered worthy preſcrvation, have been care- 
fully retained, and of the new ones, the 


utmoſt attention has been paid to ſelect 


and add ſuch as are juſtly in public eſti- 
mation. From theſe ouc-lines, this Book 
can with propriety claim the publie 
protection; and, with truth, it may be 
aſſerted, We have culled the ſweets from 


every hive.” 
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i PREFACE. 


As an argument for a ſelection of 
fongs, we find that in the earlieſt ages, 
mulic and ſinging was not only an amuſe- 
ment, but abſolutely a ſtimulus to duty. 
The fierce warrior, from the ſtrength and 
nobleneſs of the ſongs, was rouſed to the 

triotiſm and protection of his country. 
The hunters ſpurred to the chace.—The 
mariner in his verſes to the watery god, 
preſerved the helm and ſung. to the fan- 


| mung gale, —while the paſtoral youth, in 
render 


ſtrains, fed his flocks and ſought 
his love.— The lovers in ſoft notes raiſed 
the tender flame.—And in modern times 
the ANACREONTIC SOCIETY is a proof 
that the introduction of mirth and har- 
mony, raiſes and enlivens the heart, 
baniſhes dullneſs and infipidity, and fills 
the meaſure of the feſtive board. 


Such being the force and effect of ſongs, 
it may be neceſſary to ſhew the propriety 


by which, 1n ſinging, we may render our- 


ſelves agreeable in company; and as a de- 
fire to pleaſe in ſociety, has ever been a 
wiſh, we preſume, a few hints may be fa- 


vourably received. 


iſt. 
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Jaches are preſent; and ſhould the ſofter ſex 


PREFACE. 


1ſt. Never begin a ſong, unleſs you 
are maſter of the words, ſurely nothing 
can be more inconſiſtent, than to ſay, after 
you have began, *La! I cannot recollect 
any more, you muſt take that for all.” 


2d. Not to attempt any tune that is 
not accordant to your voice, as it would » 
appear truly ridiculous for a Petit-maitre 
to warble forth © Ceaſe rude Boreas,” or 
for a ſturdy ſon of Neptune to roar out 
« If love's a ſweet paſſion,” when Stand to 


your Guns,” would be more in his key. 


3d. To avoid, by all means, any per- 
ſonal ſongs, in particular if thoſe perſons 
are preſent. Such conduct makes the 
individual, for that moment, appear ridi- 
culous, but ever after your enemy, befides 
it is an offence good manners forbids. — 


Such are many political ſongs, which con- 
tain invidious reflections. 


Laſtly. Be particular not to ſing any 
ſongs that may be indelicate, and alſo be 
ſure not ro offend in this caſe when an 


take 


„ PREFACE. 


take a liberty of this kind, it at once de- 
ſtroys that excellency of heart, which is 
ever an ornament to the fair. —Such con- 
duct betrays at once ignorance and folly ; 
on the contrary, by keeping within the 
bounds of decency, we give confidence to 
the ladies, who, with ſyremc harmony, 

will contribute to our pleaſures. 


Tone it ye fair, ſweet melody is thine, 
And make it vibrate with your notes divine. 


x Under theſe teal ideas, we preſent 

this Book, as a collection which will be 
found infinite] ſuperior to any other yet 
offered the Public fu fully convinced it con- 
» tains the ſtandard ſongs of merit, and that 
all the modern ones of eſteem have been 
added, it may therefore be preſented 
as an UNIVERSAL SELECTION, which 


| merits to be ſupported and patronized by 


Harmony AND INNOCENCE. 


Wes . 
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| AHſpaſia rolls ber 


; 
4 H! Delia, fee the fatal bs. 
As theo the I chanc'd 1s flray 

A buſy bumble bee am 1 
At the cloſe of the day when the hamlet is fill 
As down on banna's banks I firay'd wm 
All in the deewns the fleet was mnor'l — wn 
A maſter I have, and [ am bis man — mmm 


' Amo Amas, I love a laſs — 

' All men are mere chil:iren — 

Attend ye nymphs whilſt I impart — 

| As the Thames filent ſtream — | 
As thro) ihe preve the o her day — 
1 my ſoul revives — 


A dying thruſh young Edauy found — 
' Attend my foul the early birds inſpire 
Ab! hills beloy'd, where once a happy child 
Ab, filly elf that roſe to fip — 
As near a weeping ſpring reciin'd 
| Adieu ye ftreams that ſmoothly flow 
As dewn the cowſlip dale I ffray'd 
And muſt I rver vent my fighs in air 
Alien to the village delights — 
Fart ling eyes 
Auſpicious ſpirits guard my love 
At darwn of day 4 — paſi d 


| 


| 
{| 


i | 1 . 


Aurora tips with gold the waving pine 
Ah, love] who bade me languiſh 
Away pale fear ana ghaſtly terror 
As Dermot toil. d one ſummer s day 
A clerk I was in London gay 


A voyage ver the jeas had ne er enter d my head 


Alt toe found of the horn —̃ — 

As erſt to Damon's ſacred ſhade —— 
Ah! why muſt words my fl.me reveal ——— 
Ah! Eliiia, how Hal. 1 


Awake, ſweet Muſe, the breathing ſpring — 


B 


Behold my tears, mankin1 
Blithe Colin, a pretty young fawain — 
Blow on ye wins, deſten! fofi ran —— 
Bleft as 1h immer: al goss is he — 
Biow, blow thou Summer's breeze — 
Brigh: gems that twinkle frem afar —— 
Blow ye bleak winds around my hea! — 
By mconligbt on the green 


C 


Came, come my good ſhepherds 
Came buſtle, buſtle, drink about 
Come, cheer up my lads 
Ccaſe de Boreas 


— ͤH— — 


C'a in au umnal gold the fert ſhines —— 


* Creme away, come away 


Come gen. ie god of ſeſs repoſe —— 
Come, Colin, pride of rura. ſwains — 
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Diftre/s me with thoſe tears no more 
Near Chlce come give me feawee! kiſſes 


Dear Tem, this brown jug ——— 
Dear Lavies and Gentlemen — — 
Den': jhili-T ſhall I 
Dejetted as true converts die — — 
Doom i by for une clle ar — —— 
Do you hear, brother ſport/man — 
Dark were the ſkies, but darker were their fate 
5 
E'en in the early hours of new-born love — 
Enchanting harmoni/ſt, the art is thine — 
Encompaſs d in an angel's frames - 
F 
Fair Sally læv'd a bonny ſeaman — 
Farewel to Old England — 
For tenderneſs form'd —— — 
For ever, O mercileſs fair — 
Farewel lo ihe park and the play — 
From her, alas, whoſe ſmile was lobe — 
For me my fair a wreath has wwove —_ 
Freſhly now the breeze is flowing — 
Free from firife and love's alarms ——— 
From Roflin-caſtle's echoing walls — — 
G 
Grve Iſaac the nymph 
Gen!ly burns the greenwood fire — 


Go tuneful bird that glad ' the Hie. p-? 
Gay as the lark that's early ſoaring — 


T 
} 
| 
| 
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iv . 


Go tell Aminta, gentle favain — - 312 
Give round the word, diſmount — 322 
H 
Hark the horn cails away — 47 
Happy's the love 51 


Here's to the maid of baſhful fifteen — 94 


He comes, he comes, the hero comes — 95 


Hark, hark to the ſound 108 
How fweet is love 117 
Happy, barmnleſs, rural pair — 121 
How can the muſes lend — — 146 
How gentle was my Damen's air cunne co , | 149 
How jwweet the roſy bluſh of mrn 152 
He that will not merry be — — 167 
Had 1 a heart for falſhood fram d k 168 
Her mouth with a ſmile 170 


Hope, thou ſource of ev'ry bleſſing — 175 


How pleas d within my native bb, — 177 
Happy, thri:e happy, harmleſi ſfwain ——— 193 
Horace may his bright Lydia toaft — 211 
Hark, hark from be aw:odlands — — 221 


Hard is the fate of him who loves — — 241 
How wretched the mai en who loves — 252 
How can man ſuch pleaſure n — — 254 


Her pee had in cluſters crept cloſe to the grove 311 
Hark away, my brave b ys, to the cry —— 338 
Hark, bart, bow the foreft reſounds —— . 361 


I 
Lib and lament me in vain — — 7 
ve ſeen ny bonny lad to day — 15 
Jing you a ſong, fai.h — — 16 


Jn my pleaſant native plains — 25 
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9 
P<e Aid and Ive prattled — 0 
1 am married and bappy | 101 
1 made lowe to Kate — — 103 
1 jail'd in the good hi the Kitty —— 116 
In a wale fiing'd aui woodlands — 129 
If you're not 129 proud — — 150 


JInau'gen' poww*rs , if ever 


In Londin my life is a ring of delight 5-44 


1m iel, by ihe vie ones a maid Þ ſhall die 223 
1 men / po les an! pans — 229 
If thoje who live in hep herd s bow'rs — 269 
In a plain pieaſant cottage —— 325 
net, in our village, a hrain — 3:5 


If truth can fix the vad ring veart — = 358 


L 
Let the Sultan Saladine 


Let nat rage ihy beſom f.rin 20 
Lord what care 1 for num or dad — 59 
Let me li ve remov d from nciſe — — 141 
Life's like a ſhip _— 147 


Let cthers Damon's praiſe rehear/e — 
Look rrund, my love — 
Love leads us 10 labrinths of woe — 243 


Let ui om boaſt — 


Let me wander, yet unſeen 204 
Love's a gentle gen'rous paſſion 329 
Let me emreat, entreat you to c — — 378 
M 
My name «s friezure + RT 
My Nancy leaves the rural train — 34 
My Fanny lia ly ſent ie me — — 54 
My ſaucer pretty Meg — — 80 
A 3 g 1 


1 


SN DE. X. 


Muft peace and pleaſure's melting rains — 66 
My heart's ſoft emotions — — 109 


XW daday-o was very good — 110 
@ Chere Amie — — | 
Mon Cher Amie — i 
Miſs Danae when fair an yeung — — 161 | 
M) heart's my o — 157 
My mother ſhe toll me when I was a boy 164 
My &1/s 00 long my ride denies — 173 
Margaretta frft pes — 224 

ly mame is little Harry o — — 227 
My Delia was a'l my delight — — 248 
My days have been ſo win'rous free !: 255 
My jcchey is the Blitheſt lad — 293 
My 6il.y is the feveetrft lad 300 

ars would oft” his congueſts over — 345 
My banks are all furniſb d with bees —— 349 

N 


Night and Jay the anxious lover 
Neateſt of pretty feet 


New 's the time for mirth and glee — 

No nymphs that trip the verdaut plan — 

Near a thick greve | 

Now all the greves in wirdure gay — 104 


No, no, 'tis in vain 
Near a ſmooth river's lonely fi e 

No more the feſti ve train 1 il jcin 
Nay, hice that tear, my fai. ful love 


No more the morn with tepid rays — 207 

Nor, Celia, that I jufter am — 284 

Nymphs I bate who wan and pals —— 28g 
O 

Qs Entick's green meadows 


o | 
One day as 1 ſat with a blooming young laſs 12 


ND . 
Or that lone bank where Lubin died — 55 


2 
J O ceaſe to mourn 123 
— 4 One April evenin 124 
TRE O Nancy, wilt thou go with mo ——— 185 
EY | O Joft remembrance, airy jprite — — - 187 
1 O let me haunt Ibis peaceful ſhade — 198 
4 O thou, whoſe love inſpiring mien — 219 
+ O Phabus down the weſtern ſhy —— 2866 
3 O memory, thou fond decei ver — 272 
1 O ye wwho bathe in courily Bliſs —— 278 
7 On cour/ing I went to my love — 28 5 
8 O how feet is a country life — 308 
5 Our grotto was the feerteſt place —— 347 
3 O give me your plain dealing fellows mn 348 
6 O the jolly angler” s life —— 350 
5 On plea ſure i ſmooth wing — 353 
9 p- 
Palie is a lover g — 29 
Poor Orra tink of Tanko dear — — 50 
2 Prepar d to rail, reſolv'd to part -— 184 
5 Perhaps it is not love, ſaid 1 — — 187 
5 Poor melancholy bird — — 196 
0 , 
3 ; R 
ö 
Reft beauteous flow'r and bloom anew 176 
N Remember when we wall'd alone —— 347 
2 4 
3 8 
57 „ | 
a Say Bave you in the village ſeen — 18 
88 | Soon as the buſy day is o'er — 26 


Says Colin to me I ve a thought, — 27 
Since Jenny ſhe has married 
Says Plato why ſhould man be vain — 46 


98 
8 Savcet ditties would my Patty fing — 52 


INDEX. 
Sweet Poll of Plymouth 


Since every charm on ear!h combine 
Still the lark /inds repoſe 
Say little Fooliſh flut ring thing 
See, Flavia, jee the budding roſe 
Sbe came frem the hills ef the weſt 
Soft invader of my ſoul 

Say, Myra, why is gen.le / ve 
Sweet tzrant love 
Search all the wie creation round 
Say, lonely maid 
Survey, my fair, that lucid ſtream 
Sweet melancholy (ird again 
Sweet roſy ſleep 
Scuain I corn 
Swains I hate the boiſi”rous fair 
Shall I waſting in de/pair © 
Sweet, ſweet Robinnette a l the ſhepherds dec are 
Soft 'y feueet the minutes g ice 
S weeter than the dumaſe ro/e 


Oe — — 


Tell me thou foul 
This cold flinty heart 
The ſummer it was ſmiling 
*Taras in the dead of night 
ua, thus by the glare 
The fife and the arum 
Twas I learn d a pretty ſong 
T he top-/ails Si ver 
*T was at the gates of Calais 
_ The wwand'ring ſailor 

The duſty night 

Dot ber day, i was in the mead 
The moan bad climb & the higheſt kill 
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Tarr Oct nes ener oo 


IN D E 


The nymph that I love 
The Jun ceſcending thro” the ſky 
T he hunters are up —— 
The confiia's o'er — 
The virgin lily 
The morn was fair, ſoft was the air 
The hawthorn ts —— 
Tho” Bacchus may boaſt 
The ſleepleſs bird 

The aureteb condemn'd 
The britiſh lyon — 
The noribern blaſt 


The pride of every grove 


T here is one dark and ſullen hour 


*Tis not the liguid brigh. ne/+ 


Tis your's to poſſeſs 
The noon - tide ſun — — 
The heavy hours are almoſt paſt 
The laſſe are made 
T be trump of fame — 


To keep my gentle Jeſſty 
T ime | Ba not __ 


Take O take thoſe lips at,, 


Think no: my love — 


X. 


T he virgin when ſof en d by May 


To fair F idele's graffy tomb 


T he gectie ſwan — 


The /wallows ia their corp 'd fate 


The ring ſun ti ro — 
The 25 1 = rang 
The ſpring, wich ſmiling face 
T hou told ft me, dear perficious 
T by fatal ſhaf.s — 
Too plain, dear youth 


—— — 
— 
The filver moon's enamour'd beams — 
— 
— — 


maid — 


To fix her avere a ta ſt as bard — 


* . 


The ſultry noon cries while they la/? 

The firft word I lip d I'm tell was love 
The” I am humble, mean and poor —— 
The ſtag thro the foreſt 

The rooks in the n ighbouring grove — 
The weal. hy fool with gell in tore — 
To make the moſt of fleeting time — 

*T was in that ſeaſin of the year — 
The lark proclaim d return of morn — — 
The ſummer breezes fann d the ſhore _ 
Theſe rural paſtimes chee- leſs prove —— 
The merchant to ſecure his treaſure — 


The Achilles, tho' chriften'd — 
The ſun ſhone pale on mountain ſnow — — 
he merry dance 1 dearly love — 


To baniſh life's troubles the Grecian old ſage 
T be ſails unfurl'd the ſhip unmoor 4 — 
To Anacreon in heav'n - 


W 


What chearful ſounds — — 
When the morning peeps — — 
When tis night — — 
When that I wat a little tiney boy —— 
Wib me joy ye lf —P 
Who thirfts for more knowledge 
What s a poor femple clown — — 
— _ war's alarms — 
Zen the ſheep are in the fauld _— — 
When Y, 2 — # — 
When Delia on the plain 
Why tarries my love 
Whilſt happy in my native lan! ——— 
Wh n Britain fir/t — — — — 


While the 114; at the village 


Where now are all 


ITO —ͤ— 


— _— * * 
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If hen firſt the eaſt begins 10 dawn 
When Strephon appears 
While from my looks 

When clouds that angel's fuce deform 


IWho to my wound — — 
IWhat wakes this new pain — 
When ſum mer comes — — 
When bluſbes dy'd — — — 


Where the ford zephyr 
I ben once I with Phillida tray a 
Wak'd by the breath of ſpring 
When Sappho tun'd — 
Welcome to the new. born year 
When gentle Celia firſt I knew 
With the ſun I riſe at morn 
Where the light cannot pierce 
When weſtern breezes fan the ſhore 
When firft upon your tender chetk 
When firſt this humble roof I knew 
When my ſoul's delight again 
When ruddy Aurora 

We'll ts the bow'r of Robin Hood 


When the men a couri ing came 


—  — 
— — 
——— — 


—d 
— 


— — 


When fiir Serena 

When Damon ianguiſh'd 
Who'll buy a heart 
While thoje cloſe walls 
When Fanny I ſav 
What beauties does Flora diſcloſe 
While boundle/s ambition 

While Fackey tol.i his tale of love 
When on Cleora's form 1 gaze 

l ben Goody plays the devi or fo 
Il hen the chace of the day is done 


— — 
— — — 


— — 
EDO —— 


— — 
— 
— — 


xii 9. A. 


Women to L!:/s the men deſign'd 
i#here ihe ſeaſon invites and all nature is gay 
When the jun with feeble light 
What beauties does my nymph diſcloſes —— 
When forc'd from dear Hebe to go — 
Where the jefſamin ſeveetens the bo — 
Why fpould ] wain fears diſcover 
When free 10m was Han 
' With a pipe of Virgania 
With my jug in one 


Y 


Tia gave me (aft week a linnet 
r — Lubin — a Bepberd bey 

Ye true honeft Britons 

Ye ſcumps, ye pads, ye divers 
Young Dam: n was wiſtling 
Young Willy word me — 
Ye numphs and ain: 
Young Jockey, be courted 
Tet awhile, ſcueet fleep, deceive me 
Te ,outhern gale, — 
Ye riv.rs fo limpid and clear 
Ye birds r whom 
Young Phillis one mornin 


Te gay ſons of Bacchus 


— — — 


— — 


Fe fair who ſhins through Britain's iſles — 


Ye jwains who inhabit the green 


Ye ſportſmen draw near and ye port fomen too 


Ye Sylvan pow'rs that rule the plain 


| Young Jockey firſt taught my gay fancy to rove 


Ye nuſes affift me 


— — 


Ye mortals who'd wiſh to freſeruve p- 


— 
— 
— — —_ 
— 

— 

— — 
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HAxvzgsT- Hour. 


HAT cheerful ſounds ſalute our ears, 
And echo o'er the lawn ! 
Behold the loaded car appears, 
In joyful triumph drawn : 
The a_—_ and A jovial band, 
Still ſhouting as they come, 
With ruſtic inſtruments in hand, 
Proclaim the harveſt home. 


The golden ſheaves pil'd up on high, 8 
Within the barn are ſtor d; | 
The careful hind, with ſecret joy, 
„ 
a » NE counts v9 
And, _ anxious 1 0 
His caſks are broach'd ; the ſun-burnt ſwains 
His rural plenty _ 


In 


p is ſide; 
his troth, if ſhe prove kind, 
her for his bride. 


bay _—_ ſucceſſive labours bears, 
peQ ot the end: 

In Spring, or Winter, ſows his ſeed, 
Manures, or tills the foil ; | 

In Summer various cares ſucceed, 
But harveſt crewns his toil. 


— ne onenn nn 
$O0ON G6. 


THE SOUL OF HER 1 LOVE, 


ef 2 
Rare © 
| E L L me thou foul of her I love! 
| Ah, tell me wither art thou fled ? 
To what _ _ 2 —_ 
Appoin py :; 
hed, &c. 4 ; 
Or doſt thou free at pleaſure roam, 
And ſometimes ſhare thy lover's woe; 
Where void of thee his cheerleſs home, 
Can now alaſs! no comfort know. 
Can now, &c. 


For joys like theſe, through circling years, 


AS wats << 4 CREE 4 333 s 2 * 
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{39 
Oh! if thou hover'ſt round my walk, 
While under ev'ry well known tree, 
I to thy fancy d talk, 


And every tear is full of thee: 
Should then the eye of grief, 


Beſide ſome ſympathetic ſtream; 
In lumber find a ſhort relief, 
Oh viſit thou my ſoothing dream. 


S O N . 


REMEMBRANCE OF ME, 


Compoſed by Miſe Carter. 


H! Delia ſee the fatal hour, We 
| Farewel my ſoul's delight: 
ut how ſhall wretched Damon live, f 
Thus baniſh'd from thy fight : , 
To my fond heart no rival joys, 
Supply the loſs of thee; 
But who can tell if thou, my dear, 
Will e'er remember me. 


Alone thro? unfrequented wilds, 
With penſive ſleps I roam; 
I aſk the rocks, I aſk the ſtreams, 
Where dwells my abſent love ? 
The ſilent eve, the raly moon, 
ey 3 


My conſtant ſearch 
But who can tell if thou my dear, 
Will e're — me. 
2 


. 
Oſt I'll review the ſmiling ſcene, 
Nt mY Ke 
Where ; py hours, 
Rae Ln Pve paſs'd with thee: 
What painful fond memorials riſe, 
From ev'ry place I ſee ; 
But who can tell if thou my dear, 
Will e'er remember me. 


———— —__— — 


S ON G. 


SEW TALLY 0. 


Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 


HEN the morning peeps forth and the 2e- 

phyr's cool gale, 

— and health over mountain and 
2e 

Ve nymphs and ye ſwains, we together will rove, 


15 * and down valley, by thicket and grove ; 


en follow with me, where the welkin reſounds 
With the notes of the horn and the cry of the hounds: 
With the notes of the horn and the cry of the hounds, 
Tally ho, &c. 


Let wretches be ſlaves to ambition and wealth, 
All the Du I aſk, is the * health; 
Where cheer 


— wes honeſty grac2, 
And — ews — l=-ho ſmiles of the 


Then follow, &c. 


: 
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To think that folly's paths you ſtiſl purſue ; 


1 
$ O0 N G. 


THE WEEPING AND LAUGHING PHILOSOPHERS, 
A humourous Dialogue. 
WEEPING PHILOSOPHER, 


EHOLD my tears, mankind, they flow for 


Ah! much I wiſh, that all mankind could ſee, 
That all her paths leads on to miſery : 
Oh man! oh man! for you I mourn and cry, 


Alaſs, I fear theſe checks will ne'er be dry. 


LAUGHING PHILOSOPHER. 


P"-=y 


] come, Maſter Souer-face, here unto you, 

That a plan of good fellowſhip we may purſue ; 
No longer in whineing and pineing engage; 

But laugh with the laughers of this 12 age. 

But laugh, &c. 


CRYING PHILOSOPHER. 


Philoſopher fools cap, your vices give o'er, 
The crimes of this world I moſt juſtly deplore ; 
Such novices wiſdom and learning ne er ſuit, 


And I cry that mankind are grown worſe than the 
| = | | 


brute, 


"LAUGHING PHILOSOPHER, 


E K; @ = * ws fd "I 2 


If you cry for the world, you will find it till true, 24 
That world will be laughing, and laughing at you: £ 
And there is an old proverb that comes in quite pat, ; 


That is, Maſter Souer-face, laugh and be fat. 


CRYING PHILOSOPHER. 


| Tis madneſs to laugh at what ſerious ſhould be, 


My carcaſs is lean, yet far better than thee ; 2 
With faſting, not feaſting, my knowledge I gain, l 
And | cry that mankind are grown fooliſh and vain, | 


LAUGHING PHILOS@PHER. 


To laugh's my delight you all very well know, 
When the mind is clated the ſpirits will flow; 

I appeal to the company Mam or Papa, 

And their offspring around, if they don't love, ah, ah. 


CRYING PHILOSOPHER, 


All the tears I have ſhed I ftill find are in vain, k 
You miad them no more than a ſhower of rain ; : 
While you 0 round belly turn all things to joke, 

I may cry 'ull wy 


eye- ſtrings are both fairly broke. 
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$ O N S8. 
QUEEN MARY'S LAMENTATIONs 
Sung by Signior Tandueci. 
I Bak cod lament may fn wins 


ſe walls can but echo my mean, 
aſs! it increaſes my pain, 
When I think on the days that are gone: 
Thro' the grate of my priſon J ſee, 
The birds as they wanten in air; 
My heart how it pants to be free, 
My looks they are wild with deſpair. 


Above tho' oppreſs'd by my fate, 
burn with contempt for my foes ; 

Tho' fortune has alter d my ſtate, 
She ne er can ſubdue me to thoſe : 


Falſe woman in ages ta come, 


Thy malice deteſted ſhall be; 
And when we are cold in the tomb, 
Some heart ſtil! will ſorrow for me. 


Ye roofs where cold damps and Ciſmay, 
With filence and folitude dwell ; 
How comfortleſs paſſes the day, 
How ſad tolls the evening bell: 
The owls from the battlements cry, 
Hollow winds ſeem to murmur around; 
O Mary prepare thee to die, 
My blood it runs cold at the ſound. 


B 4 SONG. 


(87 
SON G. 
THE FRIZURE. 
Seung by Mr. Harris. 
M. name is frizure, I'd have ye to know, 
a 


A very ſmart hand at adorning a beau; 
belle who would have in the faſhion her tete, 
There is few that like me who can do it compleat. 
With my twiſting and twirling, 
Pomatum and curling, 
With' my comb, tongs and puff, 
And perfume for the ſmell ; 
Pm fure I ſhall pleaſe ye 
All wonderful well. 


To frizz|c a noddle, ſmart up a toupee, 
Ye ladies and jemmy's —. . to me; 
If lank as a ruſh-light at firſt is your hair, 
It ſhall preſently be to your mind I declare. 
With my twiſting, Oc. 


When your heads are ſo dreſs'd that there's none 

can compaſs, 

You may judge * if you look in this glaſs; 

So ſmart and fo charming I'll make you appear, 
That a critic ſhall ſay there is not a miſs hair. 

| | With my twifling, Cc. 


If your ſkull is thin clad, and your hair is but ſcanty, 
My bears greaſe will make them grow wonderful 


plenty ; 
A ſecret alone that's entruſted to me, 


And you all will be friz'd a-la-mode de Paris. 
With my twiſting, Ee. 


* 
5 
* 
5 
* 
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For I am the tonſor to make you all fine. | 


When I firſt heard the drum with a row dow dow, 


* 
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At a ball, or a rout, or a Royal birth-day, 
"Twas I, who puff major, that made them all gay, 
Bags, bob, and bob major, I made them all ſhine, 


With my twiſting, Sc. 
— 
S O N S. 
ROW DOW bow. 
Sung by Mrs. Martyr. 
N Entick's green meadows where innocence 
Where Wa ſports freely and plenty preſide ; 


I romp'd with the maidens and pretty ſwains, 
Ani Ralph fancied ſoon he hou'd — ws his 
bride: 


with a row dow dow, | 2 
With a row dow dow, its muſic was ſweeter than 
ſoft ſerenade ; | 


I ſcorn'd all the ſwains for the row dow dow. 
I figh'd for the captain with ſmart cockade. 


The firſt I e*er ſaw, he march'd over our green, 
His men all behind him, by two and by two, 

Such a fight in our village had never been ſeen, 
The men all in ranks were drawn out to our view: 
When [I firſt heard the drum with a row dow dow, 
Young Cupid awaken'd, ſuch buſtle he made; 

My heart beat a march, with a row dow dow, 

And went o'er to ar” with ſmart cockade, 
| 5 My 
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My face took his fan he ſwore at my feet 

All his laurels he'd lay, if I'd give him my hand; 
No maid could refuſe a young lover ſo ſweet, 

To the church then I 'd at the word of com- 


Now I follow the drum with a row dow dow, 

Nor e'er have repented the vow that I made; 
No muſic to me like the row dow dow, 
Nor a youth like the captain with ſmart cockade. 


——— — —ę Ʒ́êcĩ 


S O N G. 
THE MID WATCH. 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith. 


HEN 'tis night, and the mid-watch is come, 
, W A darken'd 


Then failor's think of their far diſtant home, 
And of thoſe friends they ne'er may — 
But when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Shou'd any thought of them come o'er his mind ; 
O think but ſhou'd the day be won, 
How *twill cheer 
Their hearts to hear, 


* 
4 


* 
1 


C- 26-3 
Or my lad, if you a miſtreſs kind 
Have left on ſhore, ſome pretty girl and true; 
Who many a night doth liſten to the wind, 
And aghs to think how it may fare with you : 
Oh! when the fight's begun, 
Each ſerving at his gun, 
Shou'd any thought of her come o'er your mind; 
Think only ſhou'd the day be won, 
How twill cheer 
Her heart to hear, 
That her own true ſailor he was one, 


— — 
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WILLY OF THE DALE, 
Sung by Mrs. Hud/on. 


S thro? the fields I chanc'd to ſtray, 
To hear the linnet's ſong, 
I met a ſhepher'd in my way, 
*" "_ bliebe of 2 
He ſtopt and gave my a pat, 
pes told a tender tale; * 

Then ſtole a kiſs, but what of that, 

"Twas Willy of the dale. 


He preſt my hand and talk'd of love, 
With ecftaſy divine; | 
Nay, ſwore he'd ever faithful prove, 
And if I pleas'd be mine: 
B 6 To 
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To meet him thus (no creature near) 
- Soon made my cheeks look pale; 
But he declar'd I need not fear, 
Young Willy of the dale. 


None ſure poſſeſs d ſuch charms as he, 
* To win a maiden's _ 
's youthful, witty, , 
And what's Rall 4 he's kind: 
For now he meets me every night, 
At which the laſſes rail; 
And vows I am the ſole delight of Willy of the 


— —— ꝙ = 


$S O N GG. 
THE BOTTLE AND L488. 
Sung by Mr. Burling. 


O day as I fat with a bloomin young laſs, 
In came jolly Bacchus, the roly fac 
In came, &c. 

He held out his hand and he gave me a glaſs, 
I toſs'd it off quickly and gave him a nod: 

Said he, jolly mortal, ſince life's but a ſpan, 

Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


He fat himſelf down and call'd for a tun, 
A tun of good wine, it was ſpark ling Cham- 


e, 
And ſwore I Rouid drink while the liquor would run, 
He fill'd, and I drank, and he fill'd it again: 
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And ſaid, jolly mortal, ſince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


He order' d again the ſame as before, 
And laughing, ſaid prithee boy have t'other bout; 
He ſaid, ſon drink hearty, I've plenty in ſtore, 
Good father. ſaid I, I'll &en fee it out: 
Said he bravo, bravo, ſince life's but a ſpan, 
Enjoy both your bottle and laſs while you can. 


What Bacchus has taught ſhall ne'er be forgot, 
As long as I've breath for to top a full glaſs ; 
And may roſy wine be for ever my lot, 
A hearty good friend and a comely young laſs : 
For ſince I am certain that life's but a ſpan, 
I' drink and be merry as long as I can. 


s 0 N G. 
TRUE JOY 1S DRIN EIN e. 
Sung by Mr. Banniſfer. 


ET the Sultan Saladine, 
| Play the rake in Palaſtine ; 
While he claims his ſubjects duty, 
He's himſelf a ſlave to beauty 
Wearing baſer chains than they, o 
bg every man aye have his way; 
ut to my poor way of thinking, 
True joy is drinking. 
Cœur 


( 14 ] 

Cœur de Leon loves the wars, 
Richard's joy is blows and ſcars ; 
Conquer'd Pagans fly before him, 
Chriſtian warriors all adore him : 
Watching, marching, night and day, 

Well! well! well! well! 
Every man muſt have his way; 
Bux to my poor way of thinking, 
Trae joy is drinking. 


— 2 — —— 


You too, Pilgrims, love your trade, 
You recruit the bold cruſade; 
Making zealots croſs the occean, . 
In a fit of fierce devotion : 
Pilgrim's love to faſt and pray, 
ell! well! well! well! 
Every man muſt have his way ; 
But to my poor way of thinking, 
True joy is drinking. 


ts... 
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THE WIND AND THE RAIN. 
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Sung by Mr. Suett. 


WI _ was a little tiney boy, 
» hey ho, the wind and the rain 

A olifs Gilng was Gut 0 tor the ends, 

It raineth every day, with a hey bo! hey ho! 


A 


(aus. 1 
But when I came to man's eſtate, _ 
With a bey ho! the wind and the rain, &c. 
*Gainſt knaves and thieves men ſhut their gate, 


For the rain it raineth every day. | 
With a heigh he! Sc. 


And when I came alaſs, to wive, 
With a hey ho! &c. 
By ſwagg ring I could never thrive, 
For the rain it raineth every day, 
With a heigh ho! te 


But when I came unto my bed, 
With a heigh ho! &c. 
By toſs-pots I had drunken head, 


For the rain it raineth every day. 


With a heigh ho! te, 


A great while ago the world begun, 
With a heigh ho! &c. wy 
But that's all one, our Play is done, 
And we'll ſtrive to pleaſe you here again. 
With a hey bo! Se. 


— —— —- . —-— 
80 N 6. 


THE BANKS OF SWALE, 


Sung by Mri. Kennedy. 


12 ſeen my bonny lad to day, 
But you muſt not blab the tale; 
Snug we ſat beneath the bay, 
Onthe banks of murm'ring Swale: 


=. 
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There we paſt love's happy hour, 
Thyrfis kneeling at my feet; 
All L wiſh'd was in my pow'r, 
Stolen pleaſures ſure are ſweet, 


I hied me ſafely home again, 
All unſeen by ſpiteful eyes ; 
To a love-fick girl and ſwain, N 
Love a thouiand arts ſupplies : E 
Soon as ſtrikes the midnight hour, | | 
Bold we trace the glimmering grove ; 


Whiſper in the conſcious bow'r, 
Armin arm by moon-light rove. 


Love his joys can ſecret keep, 
Silent night is ſweet as day ; 
Wen the world is faſt aſleep, 
We're aſleep to Cupid's play : 
Love delights in cunning wales, 
Lets no eye nor ear be there ; 
Safe his haunts and foft his ſmiles, 


e 


I know when, and I know where. | 

s ON G. F 

BOW WOW WOW. 

Sung by Mr. Edwin. | 

LL fing you a ſong, faith I'm ſinging it here 
now, a 


„ 
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Here the ſubject I've choſen it is the canine race, 
„ in they are a very 


Bow wow wow, fal lal lal Ia. 


Like you and I, other dogs may be counted ſad dogs, 
nd wang — gs Hun wml ys 


A courtier is a ſpaniel, a citizen's a dull dog, 
A ſoldier is a maſtiff and a ſailor's a bull dog. 


Bow wow, Ce. 


An old maid comes from church, the poor, no lady 
kinder, 


Aluſty dog her footman, with prayer-book behind 


her; 


aan. 
ng, 
But little ſhock, her lap dog, muſt have a roaſted 


Bow Wend, Ee. 


When ſilly dogs for , uncle, ſon and brothers 
Grin and ſnort mighty gruff, and worry one another; 
Shou'd they a bit of equity from juſtice beg the 
loan of, 
That cunning dog the lawyer, Snap, carries quick 
the bone off, 


Bow wow, Ge. 


A Poet's a lank grey-hound, for the public he runs 
game down, 
A critic is a cur that ſtrives to run his fame down 3 
A 


( 18 J 
And though he cannot follow where the noble ſport 
| invites him, 

He ſlyly ſteals behind and by the heel he bites him. 
Bow wow, Oe. 


You've a choice pack of friends, while to feed them 
you are able, 
Your dog for his morſel crouches under your table; 
Your friends turn tail in misfortunes or diſaſter, 
But your faithful dog will ac'er forſake his maſter. 
Bow wow, Oc. 


As your friends turn tail the moment that you need 


them, 


My dog ran away when no longer I could feed him; 


This cur fo ungrateful, forſook me on my journey, 
And for a mouldy cruſt, went back to the attorney. 


Bow W68W, oe. 


— — Un—Um— — 
1 
ALLEN BROOKE OF WYNDERMEER, 
Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. 


AY have you in the village ſeen, 
A lovely youth of peafive mien; 

If ſuch a one hath paſſed by, 

With melancholy in his eye; 

Where is he gone, ah! tell me where, 

"Tis Allea Brooke of Wyndermeer. 


Laſt 


iſt 
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Laſt night 


Which caus d my tender heart to grieve z 


And many maids I know there be, 
Who try to wean his love from me ; 
But heaven knows my heart's fincere, 
To Allen Brooke of Wyndermeer. 


My throbbing heart is full of woe, 
To think that he ſhould leave me fo ; 
But if my love ſhould anger'd be, 
And try to hide nhimſelf from me; 
Then death ſhaii bcar me on a bier, 
To Allen brooke of Wyndermeer. 


6-0 N. G, 


SWEET PASSION or LOVE. 
Sung by Mrs. Crouch, in Cymon. 


HIS cold flinty heart it is you who have 


warm'd, 


You waken'd my paſſions my ſenſes have charm'd ; 
In vain againſt merit and Cymon I ſtrove, 
What's lite without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 


The froſt nips the bud and the roſe cannot blow; 
From youth that is froſt-nipt no pleaſures can flow; 
Elyſium to him but a deſart will prove, 

What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love? 


The 
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The ſpring 


ſhould be warm, the 1 
_— ond her fow'rot's mak agate 


a and ſings thro' —— 
What's life without paſſion, ſweet paſſion of love ? 


S O N G. 
LET NOT RAGE. 


Sung in Artaxerxes. 


| by T not rage, thy boſom firing, 


Pity's ſofter claim remove; 
pare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
* by duty, rack'd by love. 


Each ungentle thought 2 , 
Judge of mine by thy ſoft breaſt ; 


Nor with rancour never ending, 


Heap freſh ſorrows on th' oppreſt. 
Let not rage thy boſom firing, 


Pity's tofter claim remove; 
Spare a heart that's juſt expiring, 
Forc'd by duty, rack'd by love. 


Heav'n that ev'ry joy has croſs'd, 

Ne'er this wretched ſtate can mend 7 
I, alaſs l at once have loſt, 

Father, brother, lover, friend. 


| 
1 
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SONG. 
THE BONNY SEAMAN. 


Sung by Mr:i. Kennedy, at Vauxhall. 


; AIR Sally lov'd a bonny ſeaman, 
g F With tears ſhe ſent him out to roam; 
Toung Thomas lov'd no other woman, 
Burt left his heart with her at home: 
She view' d the ſea from off the hill, 
And as ſhe turn'd her ſpinning-wheel, 
She ſung of her bonny ſeaman. 


The wind blew loud and ſhe grew paler,' 
To ſee the weather-cock turn round; 
When lo! ſhe ſpied her bonny ſailor, 
Come tripping o'er the fallow ground: 
With nimble he leapt the ſtile, 
And Sally met him with a ſmile, 
And hugg'd her bonny ſailor. 


This knife, the gift of lovely Sally, 
I fill have kept it for her ſake ; 
A thouſand: times in am' rous folly; 
Thy name I've cary'd upon the deck: 
3 


1 
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Again this happy pledge returns, 
To Ad how rats "Themes barns... 
How truly burns for Sally. 


This thimble did'ſt thou give to Sally 
While this I ſee I think on 


Then why does Tom tand milly thally, 
While yonder ſteeple is in view ? 
Tom, never to occaſion blind, 
Now took her in the willing mind, 
And went to church with Sally. 


S O N G. 
| ROUNDEAU« 
Sung by Mrs. Barithelemen, at Ranelaugh. 
IGHT and day the anxious lover, 
Is attentive to the fair, 12 


ill the doubtful courtſhip's over, 
Is ſne then ſo much his care? 


Warm as ſummer his addreſſes, 

and ardour in his eyes; 
Cool as winter his careſſes, 
When ſhe yields his captive prize. 


Now the owner of her beauty, 


Sees no more an angel's face; 


Half is love, the reſt is duty, 


Pleaſure ſure is in the chace. 


1 „ 22 
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JOUNNY COMES TQ-MOR ROW, 
Sang by Mrs. Wewitzer. 


ISH me joy ye nymphs and fwains, - 
Johnny comes to-morrow, 

He ſhall quickly glad the plains, 
Baniſh care ſorrow : 

He had left us now too long, 
Robb'd us of our treaſure ; 

But he'll bring us dance and ſong, 
And ev'ry ſmiling pleaſure. 


If I've time I'll deck the bow'r, 
Once my ſwain delighting, 

Twine it round with many a flow'r, 
And with ſweets inviting : | 

There he talk'd fo well of love, 
Won my heart from ſorrow ; 

There on wings of haſte I'll rove, 
He'll be there to-morrow. 


Come, my 17 quickly come, 
Where canſt thou be ſtaying? 
Love who wants thee now at home, 

Chides thy long delaying : 
From to-day I'll never rove, 
But be blithe and bonny ; 
For I never more ſhall live 
Without my ſweetheart Johnny, 


: 
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s ON G. 


THE BBE. 


That range the ſunny; 
flow*r to flow'r I changing fly, 
And ev'ry flow'r's my honey: 
Bright Chloe, with her golden hair, 
while my rich junquile is, 
Till, cloy'd with ſipping neQar there, 
I ſhift to roſy Phillis, 
T ſhift, Se. 


A BUSY humble bee am I, 
rom 


But Phillis's ſweet opening breaſt 
Remains not long my ſtation ; 
For Kitty muſt be now addreſs'd, 
My ſpicy breath'd carnation : 
Yet Kitty's fragrant bed 1 leave, 
To other flow'rs I'm rover, 
And all in turns my love receive, 


The gay wide garden over. 
* The £99, Se. 


Variety, that knows no bound, 


My roving fancy edges; 
And oft with Flora I am found, 
In dalliance under hedges : 
For, as I am an errand bee, 
Who range each bank that's ſunny, 
Both fields and gardens are my fee, 
And ev'ry flow'rs my honey. 
And ev'ry, Ee. 


c. 
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$ O N G. 


THE YOUNG LINNET, 


2 gave me laſt week a young linnet, 
Shut up in a fine golden cage; | 
Yet, how ſad the poor thing was within it! 
Oh, how it did flutter and rage : H 
Then he mop'd and pin'd, 
That his wings were confin'd, 
Till I op'd the door of his den; 
Then ſo merry was he, 
And becauſe he was free, 
He came to his cage back again. 


CC ——————— — — 
S O N G. 


ROUNDELAY». 


The favorite Song, ſung by Mrs. Cargill, a 
— in the Carnival of Venice. 


N my pleaſant native plains, 
Wing'd with bliſs each moment flew ; 
Nature there inſpir'd the ſtrains, 
Simple as the joys I knew: - 
Jocund morn and evening gay 
Claim'd the merry — 
= % 
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Fields and flocks, and fragrant flow'rs, 
All that health and joy impart ; 

Call'd for artleſs muſic's pow'rs 


Faithful echoes to the heart ! 
Happy hours for ever gay 
Claim'd the merry Roundelay. 


But the breath of genial ſpring 
Wak'd the a the grove ; 
Who, ſweet birds, that heard you fing, 
Would not join the ſong ot love? 
Your ſweet notes and ciuuntings gay 
Chim'd the merry Roundelay. 


S O N G. 
THE CONDOLIER. 


8zag by Myr. Bannifter, in the Carnival of Venict. 
8.85 as the buſy day is o'er, 
e 


And evening comes with pleaſant ſhade, 
Gondoliers from ſhore to ſhore, 
Merrily ply our jovial trade, 


And while the moon ſhines on the ſtream, 
And as ſoſt muſic breathes around; 

The featheriag car returns the gleam, 
And dips in coacert to the found. 


Down by ſome convent's mould'ring walls 
Oft we hear the enamour'd youth ; | 
_ watciful fair he calls, | 
whiſpers vews of love and truth. 3 
And while the moon, Cc. | 


* 
e . * 


* 
| 
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And oft where the Rialto ſwells, 
„Wich happier pairs we circle round; 
Whoſe ſecret ſighs fond echo tells, 
Whoſe murmur'd vows ſhe bids reſound. 
And while the moon, Cc. 


Then joys the youth, that love conceal'd, 
That fearful love muſt own its ſighs ; 
Then ſmiles the maid to hear reveal'd 
How more than ever ſhe complies. 
And awhile the moon, (LR 


S O N G. 


AS SURE AS A GUN, 


Sung by Mrs. Wrigbten, 


AYS Colin to me, I've a thought in my head. 
I know a young damſel I'm dying to wed; 
So pleaſe you quoth I—and whene'er it is done, 
You'll quarrel and you'll part again, as ſure as 2 
gun &c, 1 6 Ty 


And fo when you're married, poor am'rous wight, 

You'll bill it and coo it, from morning to night ; 

But truſt me, good Colin, .you'll find it bad fun, 

Inſtead of * you'll fight and fcratch—as ſure as 
a gun 


But ſhould ſhe prove fond of her own deareſt love, 
And you be as ſupple, and ſoft as a glove; 
Yet be ſhe a ſaint, and as chaſte as a nun, - 
You're faſten'd to her apron ſtrings— As ſure as a 
gun 4 | | 
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Suppoſe it was you then, ſaid he with a leer, 
You wou'd not ſerve me ſo, I'm certain, my dear: 
IN Iwill anfiver for none,— 


But do as other women do—As fure as a gun 


S O NG. 
YOUNG LUBIN. 


Surg by Mrs. Cargill, in the Carnival of Venice. 


OUNG Lubin was a ſhepherd boy, 
r "w_ 
They met, they lov'd; each others joy, 
Together o'er the hills they ftray'd. 


Their parents ſaw, and bleſs d their love, 

Nor wou'd their happineſs delay; 

To-morrow's dawn their bliſs ſhould prove, 
To-morrow be their wedding day. 


When as 2: eve, befde the brook, 
1 ſtray d their flocks, — 
$i | One lack 


the current took 


Twas Rolahe's — ſhe ſtarted wild. 


* | Run, Lubin, run, my fav'rite ſave, 
| Too fatally the yourb obey'd: 

| He ran, he r to the wave, 
f To give the little wanderer aid. 


| rn 

if When faint aud ſunk, poor Lubin dies; 
| Ah Roſalie! for ever more, —— 
. | 


—— — — _—_ @->28ROo- Oo 
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i Faithful to grief, thou hapleſs maid ; 
| And with ſad ———— 
For ever footh thy Lubin's . 
1 — ———  — _  —— 
$S O NG. 
PATIE. 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 
| Pine is a lover gay, 
li 


His brow is never cloudy, 
s breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy: 
Shape is handiome, middle fize, 
He's ſtately in his walking, 
The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe, 
» *Tis heaven to hear him talking, 


Laſt night I met him on the bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growin 

There many a kindly word he ſpoke, 
That ſet my heart a glowing : 

He kiſs'd, and vow'd he would be mine, 
And lov'd me beſt of any, 

That gave me like to ſing finſine, 

g O corn riggs are bonny. 


Let maidens of a filly mind, 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deiign'd 
Me chaſtely ſhould be granting, 
. C3 Then 


—— In —— © wo tus ̃᷑— — 


Vou'll pledge me I'm ſure, 
* toaſt. 


[ 18 ] 
Then I'll comply and marry Patie, 


5 And from my cockernony; 


He's free to touzle e re or late, 
Where corn riggs are bonuy. 


$ O N G. 


OLD ENGLAND'S MY TOAST, 


Sung by Mr. Vernon. 
HO thirſts for more knowledge is welcome 


to roam, bp. 

He may ſeek a new climate who is wretched at home ; 
Who of pleaſure or folly has not had his fill, 

May quit poor Old England whenever be will : 


But nothing ſhall tempt me to croſs the ſalt main, 


For change I'm too ſteady, and rambling is pain. 


Old England, braye boys, good enough is for me, 

Where my thoughts | can ſpeak, where by birth- 
right I'm free ; 

Whatever I wiſh for now comes at my call, 

I can ſport in the fields, or can roar in my hall ; 


My time is my own, I can do as I will, 


I have children that prattle, a wife that is ſtill. 


I feel that I'm happy, tho? taxes run high, | 
I want no exotics, ſo eaſy am I, 
Pm alive to my friends, and at peace with the dead, 
Wich party and ſtate I ne'er trouble my head; 
Contention I hate, and a bumper love moſt, 

* Old England's my 


[ 19 } 
s O N G. 


DESCRIPTION OF LONDON, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in May-Day, er Litih 076. 


HAT's a ſimple clown 
| 'To do in the town, 
Of their freaks and vagaries I'll none; 
The folks I ſaw there 
Two faces did wear 
An honeſt man ne er has but one. 


Let others to London go rom, 
I love my neighoour, 
To fing and td labour; 
To me there's nothing like country and home. 


Nay the ladies, I vow, 
I cannot tell how, 
Were now white as a curd, and now red : 
La! how would you ſtare 
At their huge crop ot hair, | 
"Tis a hay-cock o'top of their head : 
Let others, Se. 


Then tis fo dizen'd out, 
And with trinkets about, 
With ribbands and flippets between; 
They ſo noddle and toſs, 
— Juſt like a fore horſe, 
With taſſels and bells in a team. 5 
Let bers, Tc. 


C 4 


11 

Then the fops are ſo fine, 
With lanle-waiſted chine, 

And a little ſximp bit of a hat, 
Which from ſun, wind, and rain, 
Will not ſhelter their brain, 

Tho' there's no need to take care of that. 


Let others, oe, 


Would you the creature's ape, 
In looks and their ſhape, 

Teach a calf on his hind legs to go ; 
Let him waddle in gait, 


A ſkim diſh on his pate, 
And he'll look all the world like a beau. | — 
| Let others, Sc. 
[| s ON 6. 


THE JEW'S DESCRIPTION. 
Sung by Mr. Quick, in the Duenna, 
1 IVE Iſaac the nymph who no beauty can 
boaſt 


Bur health and good humour, to make her his toaſt, 
If ftrait, I don't mind whether ſlender or fat, 
| Or fix feet or four, we'll ne'er quarrel for that. 


Well ne er, Oe. 


Whate'er her complexion I vow I don't care. 
If brown it is laſting, more pleaſing if fair; 

And tho' in her cheeks I no dimples ſhou'd fee, 
Let her ſmile and each dell is 3 dimple to me. 


Let her, Oe. 


o 
1 


. 

Let her locks be the reddeſt chat ever were ſeen, 
And her eyes may be faith any colour but green; 
For in eyes, tho* ſo various the luſtre and hue, 

I ſwear I've no choice, only let her have two. 


Only let, te. 


"Tis true I'd diſpenſe with a throne on her back, 
And white teeth, I own, are genteeler than black; 
A little round chin too's a beauty I've heard, 

But I only defire—ſhe mayn't have a beard. 


She mayn't, Oe. 


—— . —ꝛ̃ꝛᷣ—3:ã 


S O N S. 
WHEN WARS ALARMS. 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch, in the Camp» 


HEN war's alarms entic'd my Willy from 


me 
My poor heart with grief did ſigh; | 
Each fond remembrance brought freſh ſorrow on me, 
*Woke e'er yet the morn was nigh : 
No other coutd delight him ; 
Ah! why did I e'er flight him, 
Coldly anſw' ring his fond tale; 
Which drove him . amid the rage of war, 
And left filly me thus to bewail. 


O 5 


But I no 
For e're the lark do-morrow ſhall awaken 


E 
r 
will mourn like yonder dove, 


Thus 


I will ſeek my abſent love: 
; The hoſtile country over 
I'll fly to ſeek my lover, 
ing every threat ning fear; 
| or diſtant ſhore, 
Nor cannons roar, 
Shall longer keep me from my dear. 


——— {CK 
s ON G. 
NANCY OF THE DALL.-. 


Sang in the Camp. 


Y Nancy leaves the rural train, 
A camp's diſtreſs to prove; 
. All other ills ſhe can ſuſtain, 
But living from her love: 
Vet, „ tho' your ſoldier's there, 
To mark the hardſhips you mult ſhare, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale ? ; 
Dear Nan:y, Oc. 


Or ſhould you, love, each danger ſcorn, 

Ahl how fhall I ſecure 

Your health mid toils which you were born 
To ſooth — but not endure ; 


A 


: 
7 
: 
* 
f 


# 
a 
; 


C's 


+ _—_C4_ 


Ws 5 5 

A thouſand perils I muſt view, 
A thouſand ills affail ; 

Nor muſt I tremble e en for you, 
Dear Nancy of the Dale. 

* 


—— —— 1 
& O N66. 


THE DANCING MASTER, 


* of pretty feet, for dancing in- 
tended 


Accept of a partner who always was commended 
Slighting the fineſt dreſs, attentive to merit, : 
He likes only thoſe who can jig about with fpirit. 


Take me, madam, I ſo glad am, that I'll cut a » 
Stand firſt couple, make no ſcruple, — — 


8 

Turn , turn about, that's right depend o'at; 
Hands acroſs, back again, and now there's an end 
on't. | 


If it ſhould be thought that we ſhould encore it, 
Permit me to offer you lemonade before it ; | 
Negus will make you hot, and wine is unſteady, 


_ Your fan now will cool us both, ſpeak when you're 


. | Take e, E 


C6 


* 


(3 1 
s ON G. 


AULD ROBIN GR £Y3 


FREN the freep are in the fauld, and the 

at hame, 
And a - the ne are 
Herre „ 
When my gude man lies ſound by me. 


Yong Jamie loo'd me well, and he —_ me for |/ 
his bride, 1 


But ſaving a crown he had nathing beſide: 
To mak this crown a pund, my Jamie gade to ſea, 
And the crown and the pund were bai for me. 


He had na been awa a week but only * 


When my mither ſhe fell fick anf the cow was ſtoun 
Ss 


My father brak his arm, and my Jamie at the ſea, 
And Auld Robin Grey came a courting to me. 


My father could na work, and my mither coud na 


ſpin, 


3 IG Gop/ nd night; bue their bread I coud na 


Auld Rob maincain'd them baick; ad wi tears in 
ce, 


Said, Jenny, ſor their ſakes, O marry me. 


. 


My heart it faid nay, I look*d-for Jamie back, 
0 bl and e ſhip it was 8 


The ſhip 1 — was a wreck, why aid | ne fit die? {| 
And why do I live to ſay wa es me? 


But che wind it br 


1 
NN fair, tho my mither did ua 
She lock d in my face till my heart was like to 
So they gi'ed him my hand, tho' my heart was at 


the ſea, 


And Auld Robin Grey is gude man to me. 


I had na been a wife a week but only four, 

When fitting ſae mourufully at the door, 15 

I ſaw my Jamie's ghaift, for I cou'd na think it he, 
*& T7 Till he ſaid, I'm come back for to marry thee. 


O fair did we greet, and muckle did we ſay, 
We took but a kiſs, and tore ourſelves away : 
I wiſh 1 were dead, but I'm na like to die, , 


And why do I live to ſay wa es me. 
n E I gang like a ghaĩſt, and care na to ſpin; _ | 
: I dare na think on Jamie, for that wou'd be a fin; 


But I'll do my beſt, a gude wife to be, 
For Auld Robin Grey is kind unto me. 


A 

a s ON G. 

a. | THE DEATH OF AULD ROBIN GREY. 
ON Sung by Mrs. Kinnedy, at Vauxhall Gardens. 


HE ſummer it was ſmiling, all nature round 
” OP... / ow. e 
Jenny was attending on Auld Robin Greys; 
For he was ſick at heart, and had nae friend behde, 
But only me, poor Jenny, who newly was his brides. 


> 
„ 


i 3 i 
Ah! Jeany, I tall die, he cried, as ſure as I had 


Then foe my poor old bones, I pray, laid into the 


And be a widow, for my ſake, a twelvemonth and 

a day, 

And I vill leave whate'er beloags to Auld Robin 
7 


I laid Robin ia the earth, as decent as I could, 
And ſhed a tcar upon his grave, ivr he was very 


good ; 

I wok my rock all in my hand, and in my cot I 
gh” 

Oh! wa is me! what ſhall I do! ſince poor Auld 
Robin died. 


Search every part throughout the land, there's none 
like me forlorn ; 

I'm ready e' en to ban the day that ever I was born: 

For Jamie, all I lov'd on earth, ah! he is 1 away, 

My father's dead, my mither”s dead, and eke Auld 
Robin Grey! 


I roſe up with the morning ſun, and ſpun till ſetting _ 


day, 


And eas whale year of widewhood I moura'd for 


Robin Grey ; 
I did the duty of a wife, both kind and conſtant too, 
Let ev ry one example take and Jenny's plan purſue. 


mne was dead, or he to me was 
And B. Ty fond and youthful love entirely = 


. 


b 
| 
| 


And wi her faithful Jamie was fl 


[ if 

T tried to ſing, I tried to laugh, and paſs the time 
away, 

For I babar 'er a friend alive, fince died Auld Robin 
Grey. 


*. 


At length the merry bells rung round, I cou'd na 
ueſs the cauſe, 
Bra Rodney was the man, they ſaid, who gain'd ſo 
much applauſe ; 
I doubted if the tale was true, till Jamie came to me, 
And ſhew'd a purſe of golden ore, and faid it is ne 
Thee. 


Auld Robin Grey I find is dead, and till your heart 
is true, 

Then * me, Jenny, to your arms, and L will be 
o too; 

Meſs John mall join us at the kirk, and we'll be 
blith and gay, 


A bluſh'd, conſented, and reply'd, adieu to Robin 
Grey, 


OO > — — — 
. 


THE GHAIST or AULD ROBIN GREY», 


WAS in the dead of night, ſoon after Jenny 


wed, 
gin Nor 1 
A hollow voice ſhe heard, which call'd 
And liſten to the words would be allah for k der Ake fake, 


140 ] 
She ſtarted from her ſleep, her boſom beat wi” fear, 
When the ghaiſt of Robin Grey before her did ap- 


It wav Tiers 5 ſhadowy hand, and thus to her did ſay, 
Ah! Jenny, lit awhile to your Auld Robin Grey. 


I do not come, dear jean, your conduct to re rove, 
WR joys you ſhare in cenſtant Jamie's 
ove, 
His honeſt heart deſerves whate'er he can receive, 
Since 1 fought ſo nobly, and would not you 
eive. 


Still let his — riſe, his country's foes to quell, 
To you he _ ſhail come again, the fates now bid 
me te 
With _— as ell as Rodney his valour he'll diſ- 
Play, 


If you will but believe the ghaiſt of Robin Grey. 


1 enny muſt ſubmit, your virtue is your 
. has in ſtore for you a high and rich 


The honahay 2 ſubdu'd, with Holland and with 


France, 


Your Jamie, with freſh laurels crown'd will to your 
wiſh advance. 


T hen * him haſte wi all his ſpeed to join the noble 
cet, 

Tho' danger does appear in view, no harm ſhall 

| Jamie meet ; 

But joytul ſhall return again upon a future day, 

As you may ſure believes the ＋ ghaiſt of Robin 5 


1 2 


a 1 
—— 3 — 


2 — — 
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s ON G. 


JAMIE'S COMPLAINT; Os, \ 


THE SEQUEL TO AULD ROBIN GREY. 


INCE Jenny ſhe has married with Auld 
* — — 2 8 
Alas ! I dinna care my time gangs away; 

Tho hard were my mixforcnes when I was du: 
at ſea, 
Yet foon had I forgot them had Jenny ftaid for me. 


"Twas all for Jenny's fake that I fal den the main, 
n hopes of getting richer ily to maintain; 
Zut fatal was the E 4 
Since Jenny's love is loſt, and ſhe did na ftay for me. 


If parents were „ and cou'd na work or ſpin, . _ 

Yet Auld F 

If charity he did from out his golden ſtore, | 

The deed it might reward him—he ſhould na aſk na 
more, 


Sure gold it is a curſed thing, of love it is the bane, 
Yet wa is me, Icry to think that I had nane ; 
Yet womens love is fickle, as cantie as the wind, 


My Jenny ſhe has prov'd it ſo, alas! too true I find, 


What made the old carl take fic a lovely maid, 
The winter of his age is not fitting for her bed ; - 
Like ſtain he lies beſide her, and ſnores the night awa, 
Had ſhe but ftaid for Jamie it had na been fa. 


[ wo 
Her breaſts were like the lilies, her cheeks were like 
the roſe, 


And her breath it —— as the zephyr when 
it blows 3 


Her eyes th wes like Gere bn a froſty t ſo fine 
Sr r 


Trae love belongs 9 man, for women they have 


Or Auld Robin Grey cou d ne'er have Jenny won: 
was his gold that charm'd while I was gone to ſea, 
et ſure ſhe can't be happy for thus me. 


Adieu then, my falſe Jenny, fince war now calls to 
arms, 
I'll fail upon the ocean, and quite th 
ru . the ſoe, no matter Jo life, 
Robin Grey has got Jenny for a wife. 


TRAN fans, the agar way bo 


_— is free again, and Auld Robin dead; 
Bp EY at fate ordains, and never more repine, 


But yet will live in hopes, that Jenny may be mine. 


— 
8 © IN G6. 
THE HIR MIT. 


Sang by Dr. Beattie. 


T the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is fill 
And mortals the ſweet of forgetfulneſs prove, 
n nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 
And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the 
grove : 


—— 


. 
4 
"4 


[ 3 ] 
"Twas thus, by the cave of the mountain afar, 


While his harp rung ſymphonius, a Hermit 


be : 
— adit 4 td omar ae, 
He thought as a ſage, tho he felt as a man. 


— 


* 


— 4 
lately I mark'd, when majeſtic on hig, 
oy She hone, r e e n her 


Roll on thou fair orb, and with gladneſs purſue, 
The path that condudts thee to ſplendour again, 
- — But man's faded glory what change Pall renew, 
| Ah fool! toexult in a glory fo vain ! 


6 "Tis night, and the landſkape is lovely no more; 


I mourn, but ye woodlands, I mourn not for 

you : | 

| For morn is approaching your charms to reſtore, 
Perfum'd with freſh fragrance and glit'ring 

with dew. mba 

Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn ; 

ind nature the embryo bloſſom will fave; 

But when ſhall ſpring viſit the mouldering urn? 


9 


O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave? 


4 
| 


- 


[44] 


A CONTINUATION OF THE HERMIT., 


- 
* 


WAS thus, aha. by the glare of Gi fence 


t leads 2 to blind 
My Am, ogy to roam, from ſhade onward to 


7 before me, and forrow behind. 
© pity great father of Light, then I cry'd, 
y . Ju who fain would not wander from 


Lo, humbled i in duſt, I relinquiſh my pride; 
| * and from darkneſs thou only can'ſt 


And darkneſs * doubt are now flying away, 
No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn ; 
So breaks on the traveller, faint and aſtray, 
The bright and the balmy effulgence of morn. 
See truth, love and mercy, l triumph deſcending, 
And nature al} glowing in Edens firſt bloom 
On the al of death ſmiles and roſes are 
ending, 


And beauty immortal awakes from the tomb. 


And beauty, Oc. 


. 4 vb „„ —_— 
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s O N G. 


A SOLDIER'S THE LA. 
Sang in the Camp. 


E fife and drum ſound 
A ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me, 
With my true love 1 ſoon will be, 
For who fo kind, ſo true as he, 
With him in every toil I'll ſhare, 
To pleaſe hjm ſhall be all my care. 
Each peril I'll dare, 
All hardſhips I'll bear ; 


For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me. 


Then if kind heaven — 1 rve my love, 
What all his Nancy prove; 
Swift thro? the oo ſhall my footſteps bound, 
To meet my William with conqueſt crown'd, 
Cloſe to m 7 Faithful boſom __ 
Soon ſhall. he huſh his cares to reſt. 

+ Claſp'd in theſe arms, 

Forget wars alarms, 

For a ſoldier, a ſoldier's the lad for me. 


182 1 | 
s. 0 N G. — 


PLATO'S ADVICE. 


AY $ Plato, why ſhould man be vain, 
Since bounteous heav'n hath made him great? 


look he, with inſolent diſdain, 
thoſe undeck'd with wealth or ſtate ! 
Can coſtly robes, or beds of down, 

Or all the that deck the fair ; 
Can all the glories of a crown, 
Give health, or eaſe the brow of care. 


The ſcepter'd king, che burthen'd ſlave, 
The humble, and the haughty die; 
The rich, the poor, the baſe, j brave, 
In duft, without diſtinction lie: 10A 1 
Go, ſearch the tombs where monarch's reſt, 1 
Who once the greateſt titles wore, 0 
Of wealth and glory they're bereft, 5 
And all their honours are no more, 


So flies the metoer thro” the ſkies, 
And ſpreads along a gilded train 
When ſhot— tis gone — its beauty dies- 
Diſſolves to com mon air again: 
So tis with us m jovial fouls, 
Let friendſhip :cign, while here we ftay ; 
Let's crown our joys with iowing bowls, 
When Jove commands we muſt obey. 


138 J 
S ON S. 
4a HUNTING on. 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


RECITATIVE., 


ARK, the horn calls 3 ; 
Come the grave, come the gay; 
W 


e to muſic that wakens the ſkies, 
Quit the bondage of floth, and ariſe. 


AFR. 


From the eaft breaks the morn, 
See, the fun beams adorn 
The wild heath, and the mountains fo high : 
The wild heath, Ge, 


| The neighs to the ſound, 
And the floods and the valleys reply: | 
| 424 the floods, We. 


[ 48 J 

Hence, of noble deſcent, 
Hills and wilds we frequent, 
Where the boſom of nature's reveal'd : 


Where the beſom, Sc. 


Tho? in life's day 
Man of man 
Still let ours be the prey of 2 field. 
Still let ours, We 


With the chaſe in full fight, 
Gods, how great the delight! 
How our mortal ſenſations refine ! 
How our mortal, Cc. 


And the man's loſt in ſomething divine! 
And the man's, Oc. 


Now to horſe my brave boys; 
Lo! each pants for the joys 
That anon ſhall enliven the whole; 
; That anon, Oc. 


Then at eve we'll diſmount, 
Toils and pleaſures recount, 
And renew ve chaſe over the bowl. 

| Has ry &c » 


191 
S ON G. 


STILL THE LAKXK FINDS Kross. 
Sung by Mr.. Croxch. 


TILL the lark finds repoſe in the full waving 
corn 
Or the bee on the roſe, tho“ ſurrounded with thorn; 
Never rob'd of their eaſe, they are thoughtleſs and 
G ree, 


But no more gentle peace ſhall e'er harbour with 
e 


me. 
Still in ſearch of delight every pleaſure they , 
Ne'er tormented by pride, or the flights of 2 


S O N S. 


WHEN TAN O DEAR. 


Sung by Mrr. Kennedy, in the [flanderr. 


HEN Yanko dear fight far away 
W Some token kind me ſend ; F 


One branch of olive, for dat ſay, 
Me with de battle end: 

De poplar tremble while him go, 
Say of dy life take care ; 

Me ſend no laurel, for me know, 
Of dat he find him ſhare. 


| *D De 


EL 


De 


( $0 J 


De ivy ſay my heart be true 
Me droop, ſay willow tree ; | 
De torn, he ſay, me fick for you, 
* = flow'r tink 2 : 
me go wee e pine, 
For or wir Yano trad ; 
He come, and I de myrtle twine. 


In chaplet for him 


POOR ORRA TINK OF YANKO DEAR;. 


Sung by Ms. Kennedy, in the Iſlanders. 


OOR Orra tink of Yanko dear, 
rere 

he no dead, he ſtill live here, 

And he from here go never: 

Like on a ſand me mark him face, 

The wave come roll him over; 

he go, but ſtill de place 

is eaſy to diſcover. 


Tonya <4 — —  « 
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Ah no! her ſerm's too heav'nly fair, 
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* 8 O N . 
MARY SCOTT. 


APPY's the love that meets return, 

When in ſoft flames fouls equal burn g 
at words are wanting to diſcover, n. 

The torments of a hopeleſs lover : 

Ye regi of heaven relate, 

If looking o'er the rolls of fate, 

Did you there ſee me mark'd as marrow, 

To Mary Scott, the flower of Yarrow. 


Her love the Gods above muſt R 

While mortals with deſpair explore her, 

And at a diſtance due adore her : 

0 lovely maid, my doubts . 

Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile ; 

Alaſs! if not you'll ſoon debar—a 
Sighing Swain the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh my fears, I'll not deſpair, 

My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair ; 

Then I'll go tell her all my anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh ; 
With ſucceſs crown'd I'll not envy, 

The folks who dwell above the &y ; 
When Mary Seott's become my marrow, 
We'll make a Paradiſe on Yarrow, 


D 2 * SONG. 
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BLUE zr'o PATTY, 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter. 
| Sou ditties would my Patty fing, 


Old Chevy Chace, God ſave the King, 
air Roſemy, and Sawney Scot, 


»  Lilliballero, and what not: 


All theſe would my blue ey'd P 
As with her pail he = * 
While ſtill the burthen of her ſon 4 

My hammer beat to blue ey ys 


But ni froſts and chilling rain, 
Too — choak'd every ſtrain, 
Too ſoon, alaſs! the miry way, 
Her wet-ſhod feet did fore diſmay, 
And hoarſe was heard my blue ey d Patty: 
While I for very mad did cry, 
Ah! could I but again ſaid I, 
Hear the ſweet voice of blue ey d Patty. 


Love taught me hn I work'd I ſang, 
My anvil glow'd my hammer rung, 
Till I form*d out the fire, 
A, hn coin for wy blue ey Pu 
An en my blue ey 
—— each —— "a 
155 22 on the patten roſe, 
Which takes its name from blue ey d Patty, 


F nl „ 
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GRAMACHREE MOLLY, 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch. 


* 


| $ down on Banna's banks I ftray'd, one ev'ning 
A in may, 


y | 
* blytheſt notes made vocal ev ry 


They fung their little tales of love, they ſung them 


o'er and o'er, 


Ah gramachree ma cholleenouge ma molly aſhtore, 


The daſie pied and all the ſweets the dawn of na- 


ture yields, 
The RE pale, the vi'let blue, lay ſcatter d o'er 
e field: R 
Such fragrance in the boſom lies of her who I adore. 


Ah gramachree, Sc. 


Ihid me down upon a bank, bewailing my ſad fate, 
That doom' d me thus the ſlave of love, and cruel 


| Molly's hate; 
How can ſhe break the honeſt heart that wears her 


in its core: 
Ab gramachree, Cc. 
You ſaid you lov'd me molly dear, ah why did I 
| believe, 
Yet who could think ſuch tender words were meant 
but- to deceive ; | 
That love was all I aſk on earth, nay heav'n could 
give no more: | 
D 3 Ah gramachree, Cc. 


$6] 
„„ yender yellow 


Or low'd for me the num'rous herds that yon green 
F With her I love I'd gladly ſhare my kine and fleecy 


; | Ah gramachree, Cc. 

n ſat courting on a 
gn, 

I envied them their happineſs to ſee them bill and 


coo ; | 
Such fondneſs once for me ſhe ſhew'd but now alaſs 
tis Oer: 


Ab gramachree, Cc. 


Then fare the well my Molly dear, thy loſs I e'er 
ſhall mourn, 
Whulſt life remains in Strephon's heart, twill beat 
for thee alone ; 
Tho” thou art falſe may heav'n on thee its choiceſt 
blefings pour: 
Ab gramachree, &c. 


— — — mm 
S O N G. 
DANS BON LIT, 


Y fanny kindly ſent to me, 
An anſwer to dans vote lit; 
'The tender fair one you will ſee, 
Confeſſes that ſhe thinks on me. 


Dans Son Lit, See. 


4. 
- 4 7 2) **% 4xmom oe 
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. 
eee 


I. 
When Pherbus Cloſes in the day, 
And Luna beams a fainter ray, 
E're gentle ſleep deſcends on me, 
Fond Strephon then I think on thee. 
Dans Man Li, Oe. 


And when at laſt I fink to reſt, 
Then morpheus hovers o'er my breaſt ; 
Thy happy forms in dreams | ſee, 
AS OR as, — hee: 
Dan: Mon Lit, H. 


Then thre” the long extended night, 

My fancy's charm'd with foft delight ; 

For little cupids wait on me, 

To make me only think on thee. 
Dan: Mea Lit, .. 

Than aahing ai the orient morn, 

Alas! 1 myſelf forlorn ; 

And till you join your hand with me, 

I fure can think of none but thee. | 
Dans Mon Lit, Cc. 


ie a a 


FAIR ROSALIE, 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch, 


N that lone bank where Lubin died, 
Pair Roſalie a wretched maid ; 
weeping o' er the cruel tide, 


Faithful to her Lubin's ſhade ; 
D 4 Oh! 
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Oh! ſome kindſome gentle wave, 
1 — x 

Theſe tender bands ſhould make his 7 

And deck his corps with flowers o'er, 


Pd ever watch his mould'ring clay, 
And pray for his eternal reſt; 
When time his form has worn away, 
His duſt I'd place within my breaſt : 
While thus ſhe mourn'd her Lubin loſt, 
And echo to her grief replied ; 
Lo at her feet his corpſe was toſt, 
She ſhriek'd ! ſhe claſp'd him, figh'd and dy'd, 


8 


S O N G. 


FAL DE RAL TIT. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Harlequin Teague. 


7 WAS I learn'd a pretty ſong in France, 
| And I brought it o'er the fea by chance; 
And when in Wapping I did dance, 
O the like was never ſeen : 
For I made the muſic loud for to play, 
All for to paſs the dull hours away ; 
And when I had nothing left to ſay 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


As I was walking down Thames-ſtreet, 

A ſhip-mate of mine I chanc'd for to meet, 
And I was reſolved him to treat 

With a cann of grog, gillia! . 


| 


—— -  * 
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A cann of grog they brought us ſtraight, 
All for to pleaſure my ſhip-mate, 


And ſatisfaction gave him ftraight ; 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The macaronies next came in, 

All dreſs'd ſo neat, and look'd ſo trim, 

And thinking for to ſtrike me dumb 

Some were ſhort and ſome were tall ; 

But tis very well known that I lick'd them all, 

For I dous'd their heads againſt the wall, 
Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


The landlord then aloud did ſay, 
r 
And if I *tempted for to ſtay, 
{As how he'd take the law: * 
d—n me, ſays may worlt, 

For Ive not fronds A my thirſt, 
All this I ſaid, and nothing worſe ; 

Then I ſung fal de ral tit, &c. 


It's when I've croſs'd the 
And be come back to Old 
or I'll drink galore 
a pretty girl to fit 54 my — 
And for her robes I'll provide, 
So that ſhe ſhall be quite ſatisfied 
Then I' fing fal de ral tit, c. 


D 5 5 SONG. 


l 
SONS. 
HE'LL STAY A GREAT WHILE. 
Sung by Mrs. Wrighten, at Fauxhball. 


B Toon Colin, a pretty * 1 
To court me came many a mile; 

1 bid him return back again, 

Tho I wiſh'd him — while. 


Wich all by which love is expreſs d, 
He ſtudies my heart to beguile ; 
I with tum ſucceſs I proteſt, 
Tho? I tell him he'll wait a great while. 


Ne brought me this noſegay fo ſweet, 

_ 1 it more pleaſure than oil ; 
I took it, d and diſcreet, =_ 

But PII not let him wait a great while. 


He beg'd me to grant him a kiſs, 
*q dey he made me quite ſmile 
Have done —I cried, fie ! tis amis; 
The* I wiſh'd it to laſt a great while. 


He tells me I ought to be kind, 

That time all my beauties will ſpoil ; 
I croſs him, tho” quite of his mind, 
For I love he ſhould talk a great while. 


1 fancy, by what he has ſaid, 
My huſband he'll be by his Rile ; 
And when he once aſks me to wed, 


\ | 


. | | Wi 
| Oh! I'll not let him wait a great while, 
| 
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THE CHARMING FELLOW, | 


Sung by Mr. Wells, in the Agreeable Surprits. 


ORD. what care I for mam or dad, 
| let em ſcold and bellow ; 
For while ne? live I'll love my lad, 

He's fuch a charming fellow. 


The la: fair-day an render gram, | * 
The youth he dane'd ſo well O; 
So ſpruce a lad was never ſeen, 


As my feet charming fellow. 


The fair was over—night was come 


The lad was I mellow : 
Says he, my dear, I'll ſee you home; 
I thank*d the charming fellow. 


We trudg'd alon te moon he bright, 
WIL her e 
you here by 8 2 
Lord, what a charming fellow ! 


You rogue, ſays I, u my breath, 
Ve bells, ring out m 
Again I'd die ſo — a death, 


With ſuch a charming fellow. | 
9 | SONG. | 
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THE MAID or THE MILL. 


Sung by My. Kennedy and Mrr. Martyr, in Ref. 


WILLIAM. 


** 1 and I've prattled with fifty fair 
mai 

And chang'd them as oft d'ye ſee; 

But of all the fair maidens that Ratrce on the green, 
The maid of the mill for me. 


og 
R 
k 


* 'PHOEBE., 


There's fifty 
But ar al the ws ths tha N. the green, 
ut of all the gay you t on 

Young Harry's the ld for me. 


oy pang men th . 


WILLIAM. 


Her eyes are as Vlack-as the foe in the hedge, 
Her face like the bloſſoms in May, 

Her teeth are as white as the new-ſhorn flock, 
Her breath like the new-made hay. 


. 


He's tall and he's ſtrait as the poplar- tree, 

His cheeks are as freſh as a roſe; 
He looks like a *ſquire of high degree 

When dreſt 1 in his Sunday's . 


© +” 2 
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SWEET POLL OF PLYMOUTH, 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy, in the Pofitive Man. 


WEET Poll of Plymouth was my dear; 
When forc'd from her to go, 
Adown her cheeks run many a tear 
My heart was fraught with woe. 


Our anchor weigh'd, for ſea we ſtood, 
The land we left behind a 

Her tears then ſwell'd the briny flood, 
My fighs increas'd the wind. 


We plow'd the deep, and now between 
Us lay the ocean wide ; 


For five long years I had not ſeen, 


My ſweet, my bonny bride. 


That time I ſail'd the world around, 
All for my true love's ſake ; 
But preſs'd as we were homeward bound, 
I thought my heart would break. 


The preſs-gang bold I aſc'd in vain. 
To let me once on ſhore 

I long'd to ſee my Poll again, 
But ſaw my Poll no more, 


And have they torn my love away ? 
And is he gone? ſhe cried: 


My Polly, ſweeteſt flow'r of May— 


She languiſh'd, droop'd, and died. 


1 92 J 
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THE SAILOR'S SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, at Vauxhall. 


= E top-fails ſhiver in the wind, 
The ſhip ſhe caſts to ſea ; 

But yet my foul, my heart, my mind, 
Are, Mary, moor'd with thee : 

Far tho' thy ſailor's bound afar, 

Still love ſhall be his guiding ſtar. 


Should landfmen flatter when we're ſail'd, 
O doubt their artful tales ; 
No gallant failor ever fail'd, 
love breath'd conſtant gales : 
Thou art the compaſs of my ſoul, 
Which ſteers my heart from pole to pole. 


Sirens in every port we meet, 
More fell than rocks and waves; 


But ſuch as grace the Britiſh fleet, 
Are lovers and not flaves : 


No foes our courage ſhall ſubdue, 
Altho* we leave our hearts with you. 


Theſe are our cares—bur if you're kind 
We ll ſcorn the daſhing main; 

The rocks, the billows, and the wind, 

The pow'r of France and Spain : 

Now England's glory reſts with you, 

Our ſails are full=ſweet girls, adieu! 


A 


199 


S O N . 


/ 


THE 'SALILOR'S ADIEU. 


ISTRESS me with thoſe tears no more, 
One kiſs, my love, and then adieu; 
laſt boat deſtin'd for the ſhore 
Waits, deareſ girl, alone for you: 
Soon, ſoon before the light winds þorne, 
Shall I be ſever'd from your ſight, 
You left the lonely hours to mourn, 


And weep thro' many a ſtormy night. 


When far along the reſtleſs deep, 
In trim array the ſhip fall ſteer, 
Your form, remembrance ſtill ſhall keep; 
Your worth, affection till revere : 
And, with the diſtance from your eyes, 
My love for you ſhall be increas'd, 
As to the pole the needle lies, 
And, fartheſt off, ſtill varies leaſt. 


While round the bow! the cheerful crew 

Shall fing of triumphs on the main, 

My thoughts ſhall fondly turn to you—- , I 
Of you alone ſhall be my ſtrain : 9 

And when we've bow'd the leaguing foe, 
Revengful for our country's wrong, 

Returning home, my heart ſhall ſhew 
No fiction grac'd my artleſs ſong. 


1 64 ] 
$ ON G. 


' CHLOE'S K18SES, 


For ſweeter no girl ever gave; 
why, in the mid of my bliſſes, 
Do you aſk me how many I'd have? 
I'm not to be ſtinted in pleafure, 
Then prithee, dear Chloe, be kind ! 
For ſince I love thee beyond meaſure. 
To numbers I'll not be confin'd. 


D.. Chloe, come give me ſweet kiſſes, 
at 


— 2— 


Count the bee's that on Hybla are playing, 
Fog ſn. that _— the fields ; 

nt the that on Tempe are ſtrayi 
Or the grain that rich Sicily yields : — 
Count how many ftars are ia heaven, 
Go number the ſands on the ſhore ; 
And when ſo many kiſſes you've given, 
I ſtill ſhall be aſking for more. 


— m — ——_ — 


To a heart full of love let me hold thee, 
A heart which, dear Chloe, is thine; 
In my arms I'd for ever enfold thee, 
And twiſt round thy neck like a vine: 
RB >< Lowe Gan Bis is? 
My life on thy lips ſhall be ſpent ; 
But the wretch who can number his kiſſes 
Will always with few be content. 


t 6; 1 
8 ON 6. 
CUPID TRIUMPHANT, 


IN] Rang an opens with ey; 
_ 


n theme of ſtory, 
"Tis his 's fame and glory: 
How unto his law! 


Ha ! ha! hal ha! ha! ha! ha! 


O'er the grave and o'er the gay, 
Cupid takes his ſhare of the gay 
He makes heroes quit their glory ; 
He's the god moſt fam'd in ors | 
Ha! ba! be! on 


Sly the urchin deals his darts, 


is Cupid's law. 
Ha! ha! ba ! Sc. 


Some may think theſe lines not true, 
But they're fats —'twixt me and you: | 
Then, ye maids, and men, be wary 
How you meet before you marry : 


Cupid's will is ſolely law. , A 
Ha! hat ba! Ee. 
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FOR FREEDOM AND HIS NATIVE LAND- 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy 
UST peace and pleaſure's melting train, 


For ever in this circle reign, 
the muſe with ardour glows, 
To pay the debt that Britain owes. 
O wave awhile your ſoft delights, 

To praiſe each valiant fon that fights 
And braves abroad each hoftile Bad, 
For freedom and his native land, 


In — ſeeks a diſtant plain, 


SE the boiſterous main, 
eſtic eaſe _— 


218 . 


Ye wealthy, who domeſtic ſweets, 

Enjoy within your gay retreats, 

„ think 8 the ſhore, 
Whence unmoleſted ſprings your ſtore: 
And change awhile your ſoft delights, 
To e each valiant ſon that fights, 
An — abroad each hoſtile band, 
For free dom and his native land. 


an tas AT ir. Sf 


„ 
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Ye ſwains who haunt the ſhady grove, * 
And tranquil breathe your vows of love, if 
Who hear not war's tremendous voice, 

But in the arms of peace rejoice : - 

Change, —_ awhile your foft delights, 

To prai valiant fon that fights, 

And braves abroad each hoſtile band, 

For freedom and his native land, 


And ye who in this frolic train, 
Inſpir'd with muſic's ſprightly train, 
And wild with pleaſure's airy round, 


Bid flowing bowls with love be crown'd: 


Amid your ſocial dear delights 
Remember him who boldly fights, 
And braves abroad each ile band, 
For freedom and his native land. 


0 


BLACK EY'D SUSAN, 


LL in the Downs the fleet was moor'd, 

The fireamer's waving in the wind, 
When black ey'd Suſan came on board, 
Oh! where ſhall I my true love find? 
Tell me, ye jovial ſailors, tell me true, 

If my ſweet William ſails among your crew? 
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h upon the 
Rock' d by the wulces too and fro, 
Soon as her well-known voice he heard, 
He figh'd, and caſt his eyes below; 


William, who hi 


The ropes ſlide ſwiftly through his glowing hands, 


So the ſweet lark, high pois'd in air, 
Shuts cloſe his pinions to his breaſt, 
If chance his mates ſhrill voice he hear, 
And drops at once into his neſt :;— 
The nobleit captain in the Britiſh fleet, 
Might envy William's lips thoſe kiſſes ſweet. 


O Suſan ! Suſan! lovely dear, 
My vows ſhall ever true remain; 
Let me kiis off that falling tear, 
We only part to meet again : 
Change as ye liſt, ye winds, my heart ſhall be, 
The Zichfül compaſs that ſtill points to thee. 


Believe not what the landſmen ſay, 


Who tempts with doubts thy conſtant mind; 


They'll tell thee, ſailor's, when away, 

In ev'ry port a miſtreſs find: 
Yes, yes, believe them when they tell thee fo, 
For thou art preſent whereſoe'er I go. 


If to fair India's coaſt we ſail, 

Thine eyes are ſeen in diamonds bright; 
Thy breath is Afric's ſpicy gale, 

Thy fkin is ivory fo white: 
Thus ev'ry beauteous object that I view, 
Wakes in my ſoul ſome charm of lovely Sue. 


And quick as light'ning on the deck he ſtands, 


Tho 
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Tho? battle calls me from thy arms, 
Let not my pretty Suſan mourn ; 

Tho“ cannons roar, yet ſafe from harms, 


Love turns aſide the balls that round me fly, 
Leſt precious tears ſhould drop from Suſan's eye, 


The boatſwain gave the dreadful word, 

The fails their ſwelling boſoms ſpread ; 
No longer ſhe muſt ſtay on board, 

They kiſs'd, ſhe figh'd, he hung his head; 
Her leſs'ning boat unwilling rows to land, 
Adieu! the cried, and wav d her lily hand, 


— ä — — ꝗ6 m 
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CHARMS OF LIII IRT. 


INC E ev'ry charm on earth combine, 
In Chloe's face. in Chloe's mind, 

Why was I born, ye Gods, to ſee 

What robs me of my liberty ? 


Until that fatal hapleſs day, 

My heart was lively, blithe, and gay, 
. with ev'ry nymph but ſhe 
Who me of my liberty. 


Think then, dear Chloe, e er too late, 
That death muſt be my hapleſs fate, 
If love and you do not agree, 

To ſet me at my liberty. 


(7 J 


Now to the darkſome woods I rove, 
Reflecting on the pains of love, 
And envy ev'ry I ſee 


Enjoy the ſweets of liberty. 


We'll follow Hymen's happy train, 
And ev'ry idle care diſdain ; 
We'll live in ſweet tranquility, 
Nor wiſh for greater liberty. 


— — — — ́— 


SONG. 
CHARMING SALLY. 


O nymphks that trip the verdant plain, 
With Sally can compare ; 

he wins the hearts of all the ſwains, 

And rivals all the fair: 

The beams of Sol delight and cheer, 
While ſummer ſeaſons roll, 

But Sally's ſmiles can all the year, 
Give pleaſure to the ſoul. 


When from the Eaſt the morning ray, 
Illumes the world below, 
Her preſence bids the god of day, 
Wich emulation glow :; 
Freſh 


1 
Freſh beauties deck the painted ground, 
Birds ſweet notes prepare, 
The playful lambkins ſkip around, 
And hail their ſiſter fair. 


The lark but trains his liquid throat, 

To bid the maid rejoice, 

And mimicks, whale he ſwells his note, 
The ſweetneſs of her voice: 

The fanning zephyrs round her play, 
While Flora ſheds perfume, 

And ev'ry flow'ret ſeems to (ay, 
I bud Sally's bloom. 


The am'rous youths her charms proclaim, 
From morn to eve their tale ; 

Her beauty and unſpotted fame, 
Make vocal ev'ry vale: 

The ſtream meand ring through the mead, 
Her echo'd name conveys ; 

And ev'ry voice, and ev'ry reed, 
Is tun'd to Sally's praiſe. | 


No more ſhall blithſome laſs and ſwain, 
To mirthful wake reſort, 
Nor ev'ry may-morn on the plain, 
Advance in rural ſport reſort, 
Advance in rural ſport : 
No more ſhall guſh the purling rill, 
Nor muſic wake the e, 
Nor flocks look ſnow-like on the Al, . 
When I forget to love. 
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S O NG. 
BELIA'S POWER, 


EN Delia on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 
I wou'd approach, but dare not move, 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


Whene'er ſhe f. my raviſh'd ear 
No other voice but her's can hear, 
No other wit but her's approve ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


If ſhe ſome other ſwain commend, 
Tho' I was once his fondeſt friend, 
That inſtant enemy I prove ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


When ſhe be abſent I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 
The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhady. grove ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


When arm'd with inſolent diſdain, 
She ſeem'd to triumph o'er my pain; 
I trove to hate, but vainly ftrove ; 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 


Grd tn. as rnd &c nnd amis as. ea it a. od 
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CYMON AND IPHIGENIA, 
A CAN TATA. 


Sung by Mr. Beard. 
| RECITATIVE. 


EAR : thick grove, whoſe deep embow'ring 
ſhade, | 

Seem'd moſt for love and contemplation made ; 

A cryſtal ſtream with gentle murmurs flows, 

Whole flow'ry banks are form'd for ſoft repoſe : 

Thither, retir*d from Phoebus? ſultry ray, 

And lull'd in ſleep, fair Iphigenia lay. 

| — a clown, who never 1 love, | 
chance was ſtumping to the neighb'rin C3 

He trudg'd along, 3 when bo fake, 

And whiſtled wry went for want of thought. 

But when he firſt beheld the ſleeping maid, * 

He Kah d. he ſtar d !—her lovely form ſurvey' d, 

And while with artleſs voice, he ſweetly ſung, 

Beauty and nature thus inform'd his tongue: 


AIX. 


The ſtream that glides in murmurs by, 
Whoſe glaſſy boſom ſhews the ſky, 
Completes the rural ſcene: 
But in thy boſom, charming maid, 
All heaven itſelf is ſure diſplay'd 
Too lovely Iphigene ! 


9E 
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RECITATIVEs 


She wakes and ſtarts—poor Cymon trembling ſtands, 
Down falls the ſtaff from his unnerved hands : 
Bright excellence, ſaid he, diſpel all fear, 

Where honour's preſent, ſure no danger's near. 
Half rais'd, wi gentle accent ſhe replies, 

Oh, Cymon ! if tis you I need not riſe ; 

Thy honeſt heart no wrong can entertain 

Purſue thy way, and let me ſleep again. 

The clown, tranſported, was not filent long, 

But thus, with extacy purſu'd his ſong: 


AIX. 


Thy jetty locks, that careleſs break, 
In wanton ringlets, down thy neck; 
Thy love inſpiring mien: 
Thy ſwelling boſom, ſkin of ſnow, 
And taper ſhape inchant me ſo, 
I die for Iphigene 


RECITATIVEs 


Ama d, ſhe liſtens, nor can trace from whence, 
The formal clod is thus inſpir'd with ſenſe ; 

She gazes—finds him comely, tall, and ftrait, 
And thinks he might improve his aukward gait g 
Bids him be ſecret and next day attend, 

At the ſame hour to meet his faithful friend : 
Thus mighty love could teach a clown to , 
And nature's language ſureſt will — 


AIX. ] 


11 


Love's a pure, a ſacred fire, 
Kind'ling gentle, chaſte defire ; 
Love can rage itſelf controul, 

„ And elevate the human foul; 
Depriv'd of that, our wretched ſtate, 
Had made our lives of too — c— 
But bleſt with beauty and with love, 
We taſte what Angels do above. 


—ͤ— — := 
8SON GS. 
THE ROAST BEEF OF OLD ENGLAND. 


RECITATIVE, 


7 WAS at the gate of Calais, rth tells, 
(Where ſad deſpair and famine always 
dwells) | 

A meagre Frenchman, madame Granſire's cook, 

As home he ſteer'd, his carcafe that way took; 

Bending beneath the weight of fam'd fir-loin, 

On which in vain he often wiſh'd to dine: 

Good father Dominic by chance came by, 

With roſy gills, round paunch, and greedy eye; 

Who, when he firſt beheld the greaſy load, 

His benediction on it he beſtow'd ; 

And as the ſolid fat his fingers preſs'd, 

He lick'd his chops, and thus the knight addreſgd. 


E 2 AIR, 


Wo. 


a2 its 
(A lovely Laſs to a Friar came, Sc.) 


O rare roaſt beef! lov'd by all mankind, 
If I was doom'd to have thee, 

When dreſs'd and garniſh'd to my mind, 
And ſwimming in thy gravy, 

Not all thy country's force combin'd 
Should from my fury ſave thee. 


Renown'd fir-loin, of times decreed, 
The theme of Engliſh ballad, 

On thee e'en kings have deign'd to feed, 
Unknown to Frenchman's palate. 

Then how much doth thy taſte exceed, 
Soup-meagre, frog, and ſallad. 


RECITATIVE. 


A half ſtarv'd ſoldier, ſhirtleſs, pale, and lean, 
Who ſuch a ſight before had never ſeen; 

Like Garrick's frighted Hamlet, gaping ſtood, 
And gaz'd with wonder on the Britiſh ; 
His morning meſs forſook (the friendly bowl) 
And in ſmall ſtreams along the pavement ſtole, 
He heav'd a figh, which gave his heart relief, 
And then, in plaintive tone, declar'd his grief. 


A IR. 
( Foot's Minuet.) 


Ah, facre Die! vat do I fee yonder, 

Dat look fo tempting red and vite ? 

Begar it be de roaſt beef from Londree ; 
O! grant to me van letal bite. 


Bo 


But to my guts if you give no heeding, 
And cruel fate dis boon denies, 

In kind compaſhon unto my pleading, 
Return, and let me fealt my eyes, 


RECITATIVE., 


His fellow-guard of right Hibernian clay, 
(Whoſe brazen front his country did betray) 
From Tyburn's fatal tree had thither fled, 
By honeſt means to gain his daily bread; 
Soon as the well. known proſpect he deſcri'd, 
In blubb'ring accents dolefully he cry'd. 


A 1 R, 


7 Ellen a Roon } 


Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
Sweet beef, that now cauſes my ſtomach to riſe, 
So taking thy ſight is, 
My. joy that o light is, 
To view thee, by pailfuls run out of my eyes. 


While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
While here I remain my life's not worth a farthing, 
Ah, hard hearted Loui! 
Why did I come to you? 
The gallows, more kind, would have ſav'd me from 
ſtarving. | 


RECITATIVE, 
Upon the ground hard by, poor Sawney ſat, 


Who fed his noſe, and ſcratch'd his ruddy pate; 
E 3 But 


| 


| Where ſmiling 


(The broom of Cowdenknow:.) 


How hard, oh ! Sawney, is thy lot, 
Who was fo blithe of late, 

To fee ſuch meat as can't be got, 
When hunger is ſo great. 


O the beef ! the bonny, bouny beef, 
—Sng ho fete 1 

1 wiſh I had a ſlice of thee, 

How feet it would gang down. 


Ah, Charley, hadſt thou not been ſeen, 
This ne er had happ'd to me; 
I would the de' el had pick'd mine eyn, 
E're I had gang'd wi'thee. 
| O the beef, Ce. 


RECITATIVE, 


But ſee, my muſe to England takes her flight, 
Where health and — ſocially unite ; 


guards great George's 
Throws. | 

And whips, and chains, and tortures are not known; 

Tho' Britain's fame in loftier ſtrains ſhould ring, 

In ruſtic fable give me leave to ſing. 


191 


A 1 Rs, 


As once on D vain, 
Beheld a large ox grazing o'er the wide plain, 
He boaſted his fize he could quickly attain. 


O the roaft beef of Old England, 
And O the Old Engliſh roajt beef ! 


Then eagerly ſtretching his weak little frame, 
Mamma, who ſtood by, like a knowing old dame. 
Cried, fon, to attempt it you're 1urely to blame. 


O the roaſt beef, & 6. 


But, deaf to advice, he for glory did thirſt, 

An effort he ventur'd more ſtrong than the firſt, 

Till 8 and ſtraining too hard, made him 
burſt. 


O the reaſl beef, fe. | 


Then Britons be valiant, the moral is clear, 
The ox is Oid England, the frog is Monſieur, 
Whoſe puffs and bravadoes we need never fear. 


O the reaſt beef, Oe. 


For while by our commerce and arts we are able, 
To ſee the fir-loin ſmoaking hot on the table, 


The French may e'en boat like the frog in the 
fable. 


O the reaft beef, &c. 


E 4 
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8 © N 6. 
SWEET PRETTY uo. 


Sang in the Regifter Office. 


Y ſweet Mog, you're as ſoft as a » 
And =p” py — and wild as a r 

eyes in your face (O pity my caſe !) 

Poor Dermot have ſmitten, poor Dermot have 

ſmitten: 

For ſofter than ſilk, and as fair as new milk, 

Your lily-white hand is, your lily white hand is : 
Your ſhape's like a pail, trom your head to your tail, 
You're ſtrait as a wand is, you're ſtrait as a wand is. 


M 


Your lips red as cherries, and your curling hair is 
As black as the devil, as black as the devil ; 
Your breath is as ſweet too as any toe, 

Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville : 


When sd in your boddice, you trip like a 


eſs, 
So nimble, fo friſky, ſo nimble, fo friſky ; 
A kiſs on your cheek (*tis fo ſoft and fo ſleek) 
Would warm me like whiſky, would warm me like 
Whisky. 


I grunt and I pine, and fob like a ſwine, 
Becauſe you're fo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel ; 
No reſt can I take, and aſleep or awake 

I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel. 
Your Kate then give over, nor Dermot your lover 
So cruelly handle, ſo cruelly handle! 

Or Dermot muſt die, like a pig in a ſtye, 

Or ſauff of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle. 
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s O N 6. 


THE PICEONs 


HY tarries my love, 
Why tarries my love, 
Why tarries my love from me.; 
Come hither my dove, 
I'll write to my love, 
And ſend him a letter by thee. 


And ſend bin, oc, 


Pl tie it to thy leg, 
I'll tie it to thy leg, 

I'll tie it ſo faſt with a ftring ; # 
Ah, not to my leg, # 
Fair lady, I beg, . 

But faſten it under my wing. } 


She drew o'er his neck, 2 
She drew o'er his neck, 


A bell and a collar fo gay ; x A 
She tied to his wing, 1 
Tyhe ſcroll with a ſtring, 1 


And kiſs'd him, ſo ſeat him away. 


It rain'd, and it blew, 
It rain'&.and it blew, 
And he flew, he flew, and he flew ; 
; Till wet was his wing, 
| And painful the firing, 
{| | And heavy the letter it grew. 


E 5 —_ Ho 
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He flutter'd around, 
Till Colin he found, 

And his poor little heart it did burn; 
The ſhepherd went back, i 
But woe and alack ! 


The pigeon did never return, 
—————— — ——— — H— 


SS UN 6G. 
THE SHEEP-SHEARING SONG, 
Sung in the Winter's T als. 
OME, come my good ſhepherds, our flocks 


we mult ſhear ; 
In your holiday ſuits, with your laſſes appear ; 
The happieſt of folks are the guiltleſs and free, 
And who are ſo guiltleſs, ſo happy as we? 


We harbour no paſſions, by luxury taught, 

We practiſe no arts with hypocriſy fraught ; 

What we think in our hearts you may read in our 
eyes, 


For, knowing no falſhood, we need no diſguiſe, 


By mode and caprice are the city dames led, 

But we as the children of nature are bred, 

By her hands alone we are painted and dreſs'd, 

For the _ -_ bloom, when there's peace in the 
reaſt, 


4 b 
— EE R_SYxc 


1 
The giant, ambition, we never can dread, 
Our roofs are too low for ſo lofty a head ; 
Content and ſweet chearfulneſs open our door, 
They ſmile with the ſimple, and feed with the poor. 


When love has poſſeſt us, that love we reveal, 

Like the flocks that we feed are the paſſions we feel; 
So harmleſs and ſimple we ſport and we play, 

And leave to fine folk to deceive and betray. 


S O N G. 


A BACCANALIAN STILE, - 


EAR Tom, this brown jug that now foams 
with mild ale, 
(In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale) 
Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul, 
As e're drank a bottle, or fathom'd4 a bowl ; " 
In boozing about *twas his praiſe to excel, 
And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It chanc'd, as in dog-days he fat at his eaſe, 

In his flow'r-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he died full as big as a Dorcheſter but. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time, into clay had —— it again; 4 


- 


1 

A potter found out, in a covert ſo ſnug, 

And _ of fat Toby he made this brown jug : 
Now ſ. to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale, 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 


SO NS. 


THE JOLLY BRITON, 


V E true — Britons, who love your own 
land, 


Whoſe ſires were ſo brave, fo victorious and free, 
Who always beat France when they took her in hand, 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 
| | Come join, Ic. 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, Old England's good 
cheer, | 
The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer; 
Your wine-tipling, dram-fipping fellows retreat, 
But your beer-drinking Britons can never be beat. 
Let us Hing, &c. 


The French with their vineyards are meagre and 
ale, 

They drink of the ſqueezing of half-ripen'd fruit ; 
But we that have hop-grounds to mellow our ale, 
Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 
Let 4s ing » 2 0 


Should 
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Should the French dare invade us, thus arm'd with 
our poles, 

We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern 
jaws ring; 

For your beef- eating, beer-drinking Britons are ſouls 

Who will ſhed their laſt, drop for their country 


and kin 
" Let us ng, Ce. 
— — —p—p— 
ON . 


DEATH OR LIBERTY. 
Sung by Mr. Banzifter. 


HILST happy in my native land, 
I boaſt my country's charter; 
PI never baſely lend- my hand, 
Her liberties to barter : 
The noble mind is not at all, 
By poverty degraded ; 
'Tis guilt alone can make us fall, 
And well I am perſuaded, 
Each free-born Britons ſong fhall be, 
Or give me death or liberty, 
Or give me, &c. 


Tho' ſmall the r which fortune grants 
And few the il ſne ſends us, 4 
The lordly 44 7 wants 


That freedom which defends us ; 
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By law ſecur'd from lawleſs ſtrife, 
Our houſe is our caftellum ; 

Thus blefs'd with all that's dear in life, 
For lucre ſhall we fell em? 


No !—every Briton's feng ſhould be, 
Give me death or liberty, 
Give me death, &c. 


——_ — ———— 
$ O NG. 


THE BRIDEWELL SONG. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Choice of Harlequin, 
E Scamps, ye Pads, ye Divers, and all upon 


the lay, 

In ang; gay ſheep-walk, like lambs ye ſport 
and play ; 

Ruling up your darbies, come hither at my call, 

I'm Þgger Dubber here, and you're welcome to 

| Mill Doll. 


With my tow, row, Sc. 


At your Inſurance-Offce the flats you've taken in, 

The game you've play'd, my Kiddy, you're always 
ſure to wan ; 

Firſt you _ the ſhiners—the number up—you 

With your inſuring policy, I'd not inſure your neck 

With my ea, row, Ec. 


187 ] 
The French, with trotters nimble, could fly from 
| Engliſh blows, | 
| And they 7 got nimble daddles, as Monſieur plainly 
ö ews : 
| Be thus the foes of Britain bang'd, aye, thump away 
Monſieur, 
The hemp you're beating now will make your ſoli- 
taire. 


With my tf: WW, row, Se. 


J My peepers, who've we here now? why this is ſure 
{ 8 Black Moll, | 
My ma'am, you're of the fair ſex, ſo welcome to 

Mill Doll : 

| The Cull — you who'd venture into a ſnoozing 

en, | | 

| Like blackamoor Othello, ſhould put out the light, 

and then —— 


| With my tow, row, fc. | 

I think, my flaſhy Coachman, that you'll take better 
care, 

Not for a little bub come the ſlang upou your fare: 


| Your jazy pays the garniſh, unleſs the fees you tip, 
| Tho' you're a flaſhy Coachman, here the Gagger 


holds the whip. EF. 
| With my tow, row, Oe, | 
F We're Scamps, we're Pads, we're Divers, we're all 
| ey upon the lay, | g | 
In Tothill-fields 55 ſheep walk, like lambs we 
| ſport and play; BY + 


Ratling 
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| Ratling up our Darbies, we're ever at your call, 
„„ * - ada 
Mall . 


With our tow row, fc, 


v — ˙ dbb 


co 


S O N G. 


GALLOPING DREARY DUN, 


Sung by Mr. Edwin, in the Caſtle of Andaluſia. 


AIR—PADRILLO, 


Maſter I have, and I am his man, 
Galloping dre ry dun; 

Aud he'll get a wife as faſt as he can, 

With a haily, 


ing, 
Galloping pa. draggle-tail dreary dun. 


I faddled his ſteed fo fine and fo gay, 
| Galloping dreary dun ; 
I mounted my mule, and we rode away. 
4 With our haily, &c. 


We canter'd along until it grew dark, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 
The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lark. 
t With her haily, &c. 
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We met with a Friar and aſk' d him our way, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 

By the Lord, ſays the Friar, you are both aſtray. - 

With your haily, Se. 


* I fear will do us no good, 

alloping dun; 

We wander alone like the babes i the wood | 
With our haily, te, 


My maſter's a fighting, and Ill take a peep, 
Galloping dreary dun ; 
But now I think better—1'll e*en go to ſleep. 
With my haily, Se. 


—— 


— 


S O N G. 


A $AILOR'S SONG. 


Sung by Mr. Banifter, 


OME buftle, buſtle, drink about, 
And let us merry be; 5 

Our can is full, we'll pump it out, 
And then all hands to ſea. 
| And a ſailing we will go. 


Fine Miſs at dancing ſchool is taught, 
The minuet to tread : 
But we $0 better when we've brought 
or 


The fore-tack to cat-head. 
And a ſailing, Ce. 


What's got at ſea we ſpend on ſhore, 
With ſweethearts or our wives; 
And then, my boys, hoiſt ſail for more, 


Thus paſs the failors lives, 
0 And a ſailing, Ce. 
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"oO, BRITANNIA. 

„ 

HEN Britain firſt, at Heav'ns command, 
Aroſe from out the azure main, 7 


Aroſe, &c. : 
: This was the charter, the charter of the land, 


And guardian angels ſung this firain,— 


Rule Britannia, Britannia rule the Num, 
For Britons never will be flaves. 


The nations, not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall; 
Muſt, &c. 
27 Grant, ſhalt flouriſh great and 
The dread and envy of them all. 
Rule, Britannia, &c. 
Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
Mare dreadiel from cach foretyn e 
More, &c. 
As the loud blaſt, the blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. 
| Rule, Britannia, &e. 


The haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame, 
All their attempts to bend thee down ; 
All their, &c. 
Will but arouſe, arouſe thy gen'rous flame, 
And work their woe, and thy renown. 
"Rule, Britannia, Ge. 
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To thee belongs the rural reign, f 


Thy cities with commerce ſhine ; 
Thy cities, &c. 


And thine ſhall be, ſhall be the ſubje main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. 

| Rule, Britannia, Ce. ; 

The muſes, ſtill with freedom found, 
— to thy OT Wn 
Mel Ie? with beauties, with matchlefs beauties _- 


Rule, Britannia, Britannia rule the Waves, | | 
For Britons never will be ſlaves. | 


— ——ññ᷑ ˙ ? 


s O N 8. 


THE WANDERING SAILOR». 


Sung by Mr. Banniſter, 


HE wand'ring ſailor IN the main. 
A competence in life to 2 
Undaunted braves the ſtorm 


To find, at laſt, content * . 
In hopes, when toil and danger's o'er, 
To anchor on his native ſhore, 


When winds "Ra hard, and mountains roll, 
And thunders ſhake from pole to pole ; Ph 


4 with ld 


— 


W 
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Tho! dreadful waves kink foam, | 
Still flatt'ring wafts him 
In hopes, when and — 


To anchor on his native ſhore. 


Wen round the bowl, the jovial crew, 


The early ſcenes of youth renew; 
Tho' each his fav'rite fair will boaſt, 
This 1s the univerſal toaſt— 
we, when toil and danger's o'er, 
anchor on our native ſhore. 


S O N G. 


THE DUSKY NIGHT. 


Sung by Mrs. Kennedy. 


HE duſky night rides down the ſky, 
And uſhers in the morn ; 


hounds all join in jovial cry, 
The huntſman winds his horn. 
Aud à hunting wwe will go, Sc. 


The wife around her huſband throws, 
Her arms to make him ſtay ; 


My dear, it rains, it hails, it ſhows, 


You cannot hunt to-day. 1 
Yet 4 hunting, G 


ſtrength to faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes flight : 
Then, » homeward we return, 


. 


And dri away the night. 


$ 0 N S. 


THE GENERAL TOAST. 


Sung in the School for Scandal. 


c ERE's to the maid of baſaful fifteen, 
3 H Likewiſe to the widow ot fitty ; 
's to the bold and extravagant quean, 
And here's to the — that's thrifty. 
Let tlie toaſt 
Drink to the 


I warrant ſhe Il prove an . for the glaſs. 


? 
| 
4 
. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, 
And likewiſe to her that has none, far ; . 
Here's to the maid 4 a pair of blue eyes, 
And here's to 2 s but one, ſir. 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Pet a bunting, toc, 


| 
hy 


Let her be clumſy or let her be lim, 4 
Young or ancient I care not a feather ; I 


the 
pn 


Ler the lt paſs, 
Drink to the laſs, 
P'll warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


S O N S. 


* 


A SOLDIER'S SONG, 


From port to port let canons roar. 
He's welcome to the Britiſh ſhore. 


Prepare, prepare, your ſongs 1 1 
Loud, loudly rend the — 1 

From pole to pole your joys re Sarh 
For virtue's his, with glory crown d. 
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MEARTS OF OAK. 


OME, cheer up my lads, tis to glory we 
ſteer, | 
To add ſomething new to this wonderful year; 
To honour we call you, not preſs you like ſlaves, 
For who are ſo free as the ſons of the waves. 


CHORUS, 


Hearts of oak are our ſhips, hearts of oak are our men, 
We always are ready, 
| Steady, boys, ſteady ; 
Will fgbt and well conguer again and again. 


We ne'er ſee our foes but we wiſh them to ſtay; 
They never ſee us but they wiſh us away: 

If they run, why we follow, and run them aſhore, 
For if they won't fight us, we cannot do more. 


They ſwear they'll invade us, theſe terrible foes, 
They'll frighten our women, our children and beaus; 
But ſhould their flat · bottoms in darkneſs get o'er, 
Still Britons they'll find to receive them aſhore. 


We'll Qill 2 them run, and we'll ſtill make them 
weat, 

In ſpite of the Devil, or Bruſſel's gazette: 

Then cheer up, my lads, with one voice let us ſing, 


Our ſoldiers, our {athors our ſtateſmen and king! 


by 


E ASE, rude Boreas, bluſt' ring railer, 
Meſſmates, hear a brother ſailor, 


Sin 


From b 
When the diſtant whirlwinds riſe 3 
To the tempeſt troubled ocean, 

Where the ſeas contend with ſkies. 


Hark, the boatſwain hoarſly bawlidg» 


By 


Down top-gallants quick be hauling, 
Down your ſtay-ſails, hand, boys, hand : 
Now it ens, ſet the braces, 

The lee-top-ſail-ſheets let go; 

Luff, boys, luff, don't make wry faces, 


Up 


Now, all you on down-beds ſporting, 
Fondly lock'd in beauty's arms ; 
Freſh enjoyment, wanton courting, 
Safe from all but love's alarms: 
Round us roars the tempeſt louder, 
'Think what fears our minds enthral ; 
Harder yet, yet it blows harder, 

Hark, again the boatſwain's call. 
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THE GTORM., 


Liſt, ye landſmen, all to me; 


the dangers of the ſea: 
Founding billows firſt in motion, 


top-ſail ſheets and haul-yards ſtand g 


your top-ſails nimbly clew. 


*P 


the ſprit -fail-yard get, 
the mizen, ſee all clear ; 
each preventer-brace ſet, 

fore · yard, cheer 3 lads, cheer, 


Oo 


F —_ 


„— 


* 
Different deaths at once ſurround us, 
Hark! what means yon dreadful cry ? 


The fore-maſt's , Cries every tongue out 
Was 16d 1s rates He. "have ta, * 
A leak beneath, the cheſtree's ſprung out, 
Call all hands to clear the wreck : 
Quick the land-yards cut to pieces, 
Come, my hearts be ſtout and bold; 
Plumb the well, the leak increaſes, 
Four feet water's in the hold. 


LY 
While o'er the ſhip wild waves are beatin 
WMe for wives or children mourn ; 
Alas! from hence there's no retreating, 
Alas! to them there's no return! 
Still the leak is gaining on us, 
Both chain-pumps are choak'd below: 
Heav'n have mercy here upon us, 
For only that can ſave us now! 


TT * on — 1 
* . 
* 


1 


' 


See, our mizen-maſt is gone: 

The leak we ve found it can't pour faſt, 
We've lighten' d her a foot or more: 

Up, and rig a jury fore-maſt, 
She rights, ſhe rights, boys, wear off ſhore. * 


| Now once more on joys we're thinking, 
Since kind fortune ſav'd our lives; 
Come—the can, boys—let's be drinking, 
To our ſweethearts and our wives: 
Fill it up - about ſhip wheel it. 
Cloſe to the lips a brimmer join; 
Where's the tempeſt now ? who feels it ? 
| None—our danger's drown'd in wine. 


—— . ——ñ 


Ss ON G. w 


AMO AMAS, 


Sung by Mr. Edwin is the Agreeable Surprize. 


AM O amas, 
I love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and flender : 
Sweet Cowſlips grace 
Is her nomn'tive caſe, ” 
- And ſhe's of the feminine gender. 


F 2 CHORUS. 


T! , merry derry, perriwig and hat band, 
POE Hie, hoc, | abi. ry 


Can I decline, | $ 


A nymph divine ? | | 
Her voice as a flute is da/cis ; 


Her oculus bright, 
Her manus whate, 
And ſoft, when 1 a. her att fo is. 
Rorum corum, Oc. 


8 how Gella, 


ys puella ! 
Pll ils, /ecula " —_— : 
If Pve luck, 
She's my axor ; 
O dies benidiforum ! 
| Rorum corum, cs 


— —— 
S O N G 


THE LADS OF THE VILLAGE, 
Sung by Mr. Banniſter, in the Qua ler. 


HILE the lads of the village ſhall merrily, 1 


Sound the tabors, I'll hand thee along; 


And | 


'T 


a © 
And I ſay unto thee, that verily, ah! 
Thou and I will be firſt in the throng. 
While the lads, S. RN 
Juſt then, when the ſwain who laſt year won the 
dow 


, 
With his mate ſhall the ſports have begun; 
— each 


When the gay voice of gladneſs reſounds 


r 


And thou long' ft in thy heart to make one. 
ile the lads, Se. 


Thoſe joys which are harmleſs what mortal can 
blame ?— 
»Tis my maxim that youth ſhould be free; 
And to prove that my words and my deeds are the 
ſame, ' 


Believe me, thou'lt preſently ſee. 
While the lads, Ce. 


— —— 


S O N G. 
PLEASURES OF MATRIMONY. 


| 25 mis, and happy—with wonder hear 
this, 
Ve rovers and rakes of the age - 
Who laugh at the mention of conjugal bliſs, 
And who only looſe pleaſures engage. 


F. 3 | Yeu 


8 1 „ _ TD — 
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| You may laugh— but, believe me, you're all in the 


wrong, 
When yon marriage deride 

For to marriage the permanent pleaſures belon 
And ia them we can only conlide, 8 


The joys which from lawleſs connections ariſe, 
Are fugitive—never fincere ; 

Oft ſtolen with haſte, or ſnatch'd by ſurpriſe, 
Interrupted by doubts and by fear, 


Bat thoſe which ia legal attachments we find, 
When the heart is with innocence pure, 


Is from ev'ry embitt'ring reflection refin'd, 


And to life's lateſt hour will endure. 


The love which ye boaſt of, deſerves not that name; 
Traue love is with ſcatimeat joia'd ; 
But your's is a paſtion, a feveriſn flame, 


Rais d without the conſent of the mind. 


When, dreading confinement, ye miſtreſſes hice, 
With this and with that ye are cloy'd; 

Ye are led and miſled by flatt ring falſe fire, 
And are oft by that fire deſtroy'd. 


If you aſk me from whence my felicity flows, 
My anſwer is ſhort—from a wife, 

Who for cheerfulneſs, ſenſe , and good-nature I choſe, 
Which are beauties that charm us for life, 


To 


— K 0 
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To make home the ſeat of delight, 

oe 
And we elves happy morning to 

By our mutual endeavours to pleaſe. 


— —  — ũ — 


'W- 25 


I MADE LOVE TO KATE, 


Sung in the Jovial Crew. 


MADE love to Kate, long I figh'd for ſhe, 
„Jill I heard of late ſhe'd a mind to me; 

1] met her on the green in her beſt array, 

So pretty ſhe did ſeem, ſhe ſtole my heart away: 

Oh, then we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to 


blame ? 


Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame, 


As I fonder grew, ſhe began to prate, 

Quoth the, I'll marry you, if you will marry Kate; 

But then I laugh'd and ſwore, I lov'd her more than 
ſo, 

For, tied each to a rope's-end, twas tugging to and 
fro . 


Again we kiſs'd and preſs'd, were we much to blame? 
Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame; 


Then ſhe figh'd and ſaid, ſhe was wond”rous fick ; - 
Dicky Katy led, Katy ſhe led Dick: 

Long we toy'd and play'd under yonder oak, 

Katy loſt the game, tho? ſhe play d in joke: 

For there we did, alas ! what I not name, 

Had you been in my place, you'd have done the ſame, 
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T. NE LASS OF DEE, 


Sung by Mr. Martyr. 


N OW all the groves, in verdure gay, | 
Are deck'd to hail the ſpring ; 

Our fleecy care ſecurely play, | 
The birds melodious fing : v 

Ye blooming fiymphs and jocund ſwains, 
Aſſemble round this tree, 

And join with me, in ruſtic ſtrains, 


To praiſe the laſs of Dee. 
To praiſe, Ce. 
While fragrant odours fill the air, 
We haſte to yonder grove, 


And there, with rural ſports, prepare 
To hail the queen * : 

Then come, ye nymphs, and jocund ſwains, 
Aſſemble round this tree, 

And join with me, in ruſtic ſtrains, 
To praiſe the laſs of Dee. 


* „ 


Then, while ye tune the merry reed, 
We'll lead the dance with glee ; 4 
Like graces on the queen of love, 
Our hearts from envy free: 
In ruſtic trains, we'Il ever prove 
Aſſembled round this tree, 
That nymphs with joy, and twains from love, 
All prazs'd the laſs of Dee. 


„ „„ 


Hark, mortals ! your paſſion 
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$ ON 6. 


THE PLAYTHINGS. OF LIFE, 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 
A men are mere children, all women 


ſame, 
„ increaſing in years, get a different name; 
But ſtill the purſuit of each great girl or boy, 
Is after ſome pretty, fantaſtic new toy ; 


Which, when firſt obtain'd, for a mament they prize, 1 


Yet the next they deſtroy, or neglect, or deſpiſe; 

While the world's one large nurs'ry of envy and 
ſtrife, 

Where the bantlings contend for the playthings of 


life. 
The playihings » Se. 


What more than mere toys, tho” of ſuch high renown, 
Are the biſhop's lawn ſleeves, or the 2 * furr d 


gown ; 
What coronets, mitres, wigs, patches, or wands 


What ribbands and medals, caps, taſſels, and bands! 


What all tinſel of ſtate, jewels, garters, and ſtrings, 
Which kings can beftow, and which deck even kings! 


Vet theſe are the baubles that generate ſtriſe, 


Among children who pant for the playthings of life, 
for gew-gaws repreſs, 


To few be attach'd, nor thoſe to exceſs; 

For exceſs will to evil convert ev'ry good, 

Your joy turn to anguiſh, to poiſon your food: 
4 | F 5 : While 


| paining the mind; 
And thus wife to huſband, and huſband to wife, 
Prove the beſt and moſt permanent playthings of life, 


$ O N G. 


DEAR MARY, 
'JPAREWEL to Old England, thy white diffs 
adieu 
An 


the gale be auſpicious that bears me from you? 
Tho“ oceans divide me as wide as the pole, 
No diftance can change the true love of my ſoul ! 
As well might my meſſmates determine to bale, 
All the waters that fill up old Neptune*s great pail, 
As divert my firm mind - A its fond thought of you ; 
Farewel to Old England, dear Mary adieu! 


Farewel, Ic. 


Dear Mary, adieu! can that love go to wreck, 


Where ev'ry plank bears your ſweet name on the 
deck ? | 


Nay, many love knots on the tops I have made, 
While 8 my ſhipmates at chequers have 


Their ſports are no paſtime, but ſorrow to me, 

My mind is more happy, in ſighing to thee ; 4 
More happy, by far, when I'm thinking of you, 
For the hope of return takes the ſting from adieu ! 


07 J 

Yes, the hope of return's all the joy of a tar; " #7 

'Tis his compaſs, his helm ; "tis his guide and his 
rz ; 

Tis impreſs'd on his boſom the moment he ſails z 

| It ſhortens long nights, and it quickens light gales : 

| The dull midnight watch it ſends limping away, 

| And dawns a new hope on his mind with the day ; 

[| With rapture it makes his affections to burn, 

| And changes, adieu! into—welcome return. 


Em —— — 


$ O N G. 


THE DISCIITTIOR. 


Compoſed by Miſe Cafſor. 


TTEND, ye nymphs, whilt Timpart, 
r : 
And tell that ſwain, if one there be, 


Whom fate defigns for love and me, 


Let reaſon o'er his thoughts preſide, 
Let honour all his actions guide; 
Stedfaft in virtue let him be, 

The ſwain defign'd for love and me. . 


88 ſenſe inform 1 mind, 1 
ith pure good- nature ſweetly joĩn d; 
\ Sure friend to modeſt merit be, 2 
The ſwain deſign'd for 2 a me. 

| ) 


—Ü— — EE Sl. 


— 
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—— 
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BIANA LEADS FORWARD, 


Sung by Mrs. Wrighten. 


ARK, hark to the ſound of the ſweet winding 


horn, 
Ir invites to the chace and awakens the morn : 
Hark, &c 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 


While echo enraptur'd repeats the blith Rain, 


Diana, &c. 


While Bacchus rives us of reaſon and wealth, 


The ſports of the field give both pleaſure and health 5 
Such innocent paſtimes enſure us all joys, 
Where no bus*neſs diſturbs, no malice deftroys : 
Diana leads forward o'er mountain and plain, 


While echo enraptur'd repeats the dich ſtrain. 


— * * p — 0 - Py 


7 
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THE BRUNETTE. 


Sung by Mr. Indedon. 


Y heart's ſoft emotions admit no diſgaiſe, 
To cheat the poor nymphs of the plain 3 

For the paſſion I feel is confeſs'd by my eyes, 
And love ſhews the wound of the ſwaia : 

And love, &c. 


And ſuch were my plaints when I happily met 


'T he arch hazel eyes of my lovely Brunette. 
And ſuch, &c. 


Would you know all the magic that lives in her 
mien, 
By which my fond heart ſhe has won; 
Go take (like the Grecian) each beauty that's ſeen, 
And compriſe all their graces in one: 
Then wonder, like me, at the pleaſure fraught Bet, 
And wear the ſoft chains of the lovely Brunette. 


The wandeing killings that ſport on the kills, 
Leave their browſing to liſt to her lay; 


She charms the ſwift 2 of the murmuring rills, 
And arreſts the bright chariot of day: 

The winds ftop, enraptur' d, to lift to my Bet, 

And gratefully fan the accompliſh'd Brunette. 


| [ mo J 
Had I all the wealth that ftern avarice ſought, 
When he ravag'd the glittering mine ; 
Had I all the treaſures that Creſus had bought, 
The my ſweet girl, ſhould be thine : 
Bat trifles, like theſe, are deſpis'd by my Bet, 
For merit alone wins the lovely Brunette. 


— ——  ———_—_— 
8 ON 6. 
MY DADDY O. 


Cang by Mrs. Martyr. 
Y Daddy O was very 


And icrape up filler all he could, 
He'd ge'it to make his Jane look bonny : 
My cap it came from Aberdeen, 
In ſilken I bra'ly flaunted; 
Tho” all] aſk'd was mine I wean, 
Yeu my ha heigh ho 
Oh! did plainly ſhew, 


There was ſomething yet poor Jenny wanted, 


Blyth Jockey O, his mare, 

Adoon 8 dell, his 2 ſweetly, 
Preſented at my feet the 5 

That o'er the wild thyme ran fo featly : 
James brought a noſegay for my breaſt, 

And myrtle flips himſelf had planted, 
Gay Sandy too a lav*rock's neſt. 


good, 
To make me fine he ſpar'd no money, 


Tit, Se. 


Ein 
Voung Patie O, his dog ſo weel, 
Can dance, they ſay he's worth a guinea ; 
I, laughing, prais'd his twa legg'd reel, 
And Patie cry'd he's thine ſweet jenny: 
When to our fair I gang awa', 
Gued troth I thought myſelf enchanted, 
But tho” they'd gi” me all I ſaw. 
Tit, Se. 


dae ſaftly O I yeſter night 
The moon ſae kind the while kept blinking, 

Stole out my ain true love to meet, 

Yet on falſe love 1 fell to thinking ; 

The rus'ling leaves increas'd my fears, 
| A „ falls, my boſom panted; 
| ! joy my Willy now appears. 
| And, Se. 


—ͤũ—ũ— —  — — —  — 
S O N G. 


| MA CHERE AMIE, 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


A Chere Amie, my charming fair, 
Whoſe {miles can baniſh ev'ry care; 
In kind compaſſion ſmile on me, 
Whoſe only care is love of thee. 


Under ſweet friendſhip's ſacred name, 
My boſom caught the tender flame ; 

| May friendſhip in thy boſom be 

| Converted into love for me. 


Ma Chere Amit, Oe. | 


e 

Together rear d, together grown, 

O let us now unite in one; 

Let pity ſoften thy decree, . 

I droop, dear maid, I die for thee. | 

Ma Chere Amit, Cc. 


— .?a—E : —mowomonm————— | 
. 


MON CHERE AMIE, 


Surg by Mr. Incledos. 


ON Cher Ami, ami tres cher, 
My love ſhall ſooth thy ev'ry care; 
Thou in return ſhalt ſmile on me, 
Nor ought but love our life ſhall fee. 
- Mon Cher Ami, Te. 


Under ſweet friendſhip's facred name, 
Thy breaſt ſhall ſtill retain the flame, 
With which it long has glow'd for me, 
Thy conſtant wedded friend Fil be, 
8 Mon Cher Ami, Oc. 


United thus, may ev'ry year, 
Thy Lydia grow to thee more dear ; 


Nor ſue for pity more from me, 


Nor droop for her who lives for thee, 
Mon Cher Ami, Oe. 


And e'er were my own I ſpoke with a ſigh. 


The warbled, &c. 
Youth as it ripen'd gave ſentiment new, 


( 13 1 
S O N G. 
THE HEIRESS, 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch, in the Hiereſs. 
OR tenderneſs form'd in life's carly day, 
A parent's ſoft ſorrows to mine led the way; 
A parent's, &c. 
The leſſon of pity was caught from her eye, 


* 


The nightingale plunder'd the mate-widow'd dove, 
'The warbled complaint of the ſuffering grove ; 


The object ſtill changing, the ſympathy new, | 


Soft embers of paſſion ſtill reſt in their glow, 
A warmth of more pain may this breaft never knowz 
A warmth, &c. 


Or if too indulgent the bleſſing I claim, 
Let the ſpark drop from reaſon that wakens the flames 


— 
$ O N 6. 

T'OTHER DAY *TWAS IN THE MEAD, 

Sung by Miſs Watſon, at the Spa Gardens, Bermondſey, F 

18 day *rwas in the mead, 


Young Jockey came to me ; 
Between us then it was agreed, 


That I his bride fhould be: 


Sweetly 


(. 4] 
Sweetly me he did careſs, 
And ſaid I was his pride; 
Pleas'd was I, yet muſt confeſs, 
J thought I ſhould have died. 


Jockey is a pretty lad, 
There's none ſo blith as he; 
When he is by my heart is glad, 
O he's the man for me. 


Next day Jockey to me ſaid, 
Dear Jenny will you wed ; 
O dear, ſaid I, I am afraid; 
Poor Youth he hung his head : 
All his wiſh was to be wed, 
He would not be deny'd ; 
Pleas'd was I, yet muſt confeſs, 
I thought I ſhould have died. 


Yeſterday to church we went, 
And there ve join'd our hands, 
We neither ſhall I hope repent, 
Tho' faſt in Hymen's bands: 
Had you ſeen us go to church, 

He laughing, while I cry'd; 
Had he left me in the lurch, 
I'm ſure I ſhould have died. 


Fockey ſs, De. 


Jockey is, Ee. 
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MARY's DREAM, OR SANDY'S GHOST: 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch, at Hanover-Square Concertsg 
and at the Paxtheon. 


HE moon had climb'd the higheſt hill, 
Which riſes o'er the ſcource of Dee; 

And from the eaſtern ſummit ſhed, 

Her filver lights on tow'r and tree : 
When Mary laid her down to fleep, 

Her thoughts on Sandy far at ſea ; 
Then, ſoft and low, a voice was heard 

Say, Mary weep no more for me. 


She, from her pillow, gently rais'd 
Her head, to aſk who there might be 
And ſaw young Sandy ſhiv'ring » 
With pallid cheek and hollow eye ; 
O Mary dear, cold is my clay, 
It lies beneath a ſtormy ſea ; 
Far, far from thee, I ſleep in death, 
So, Mary, weep no more for me, 


« Three ſtormy nights and ſtormy days 
We taſs*'d upon the raging main; 
And long we ftrove our bark to ſave, 
But Tow ſtriving was in vain : 
E'en then, when horror chil'd my blood, 
My heart was fill'd with love forthce 
The ſtorm is paſt, and I at reſt, 
So, Mary, weep no more for me. 
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O, maiden dear, thyſelt prepare, 
. We foon ſhall meet Son that ſhore, 
Where love is free from doubt or care, 
And thou and I ſhall part no more: 
Loud crow'd the cock, the ſhadow fled, 
No more of Sandy could ſhe ſee ; 
But, ſoft, the paſſiag ſpirit ſaid, 
„Sweet Mary weep no more for me.“ 


r —————— 
S O N 6. 


YO YEA. 
Sung by My. Barrington, at Sadler's Wells, 


Sail'd in the good ſhip the Kitty, 
With a ſtiff blowing | pale and rough ſea ; 
eft my Polly, the lads call ſo pretty, 
Safe here at an anchor, yo yea, &c. 


She blubber'd falt tears when we parted, 
And cry'd now be conſtant to me; 

T told her not to be down hearted, 
So up went the anchor, yo yea. 


When the wind whiſtled larboard and ſtarboard, 
And the ftorm came on weather and lee ; 
The hope I with her ſhould be harbour'd, 
Was my cable and anchor, yo yea. 


And now my boys, would you believe me, 
I return'd with no rhino from ſea ; 
Mrs. Polly would. never receive me, 
So again I heav'd anchor. yo yea. 


1 
$8 0. 6. 


VIRETUOUS LOVE, 


* 
OW ſweet is love when virtue guides, 
How tranſient is the mind; 
Smooth as the ſummer's peaceful tides, 
As grateful and as kind, 


The morning breaks ſerenely clear, 
We welcome in the day; 

The evening comes without a fear, 
The night our toils repay, 


But ſad reverſe where vice appears, 
With all her ſcorpion train 
Joyleſs we paſs our prime of years, 
And end alife in pain. 


—— . : 
00 . 


THE NYMPH THAT 1 LOVE, 


HE nymph that I love is as chearful as day, 
And as blith as the bloſſoming hawthorn in 

May, | 

Her temper is ſmooth as the down on the dove, - 

And her face is as fair as the mother of love : 

Tho' mild as the pleaſanteſt zephyr that ſheds, 

And receives gentle odours from violet beds; 

Yet warm in affection, as Phoebus at noon, 

And as chaſte as the ſilver white beams of the mods, 


e 
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Which, treaſur d for me, O how happy am I! 
For tho? hers to collect, it is mine to enjoy. 


S O NS. 


THE WILLOW or THE BEE« : 


T HE ſun deſcending thro” the ſky, 
4 _ warn'd the _— choir to reſt ; 
e ſtar of eve unfolding high, 

- In glitt'ring ſplendor — the Weſt: 
When, all „ and forlorn, 

A beauteous maid I chanc'd to ſee, 

In wildeſt notes ſhe ſeem'd to mourn, 
Beſide the willow of the Dee. 


Ah Jemmy why, ſhe fondly cry'd, 

From theſe lone arms do you delay ; 
And fear not I ſhall angry chide, 

With tears your long and ling'ring ſtay ; 
With glory's laurel to be crown'd, 

Has ſtole your fickle heart from me, 
And I alone am weeping found, 


- Beſide the willow of the Dee. 


— 


flood, 


( ng ) 
I vainly hop'd a ſwift return, ? 
When you to battle glowing went : 
Fi. But now I fear to view your urn, 
To forrowing love and fri ip ſent: 
Then ſhall theſe roſes loſe their 
To Death's cold hand I ſoon ſhall flee ; 
And pitying love ſhall mark my Tomb, 
de the willow of the Dee. 


— — — — 


S ON G. 


NnaW TALLY HO, 


HE Hunters are up and the ruddy fac'd morn, 
Moſt chearful ſalute with the mu horn; 

The blue miſty mountains ſeem join'd with the ſkies, 
And the yelp aloud as away reynard flies: 
Tally ho, tally ho, ſee the e is in view, 

The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue. 


The high mettled ſteed ſweeps away at the ſound, 
And Ins bs move as they fly o'er the 
ground ; 

Each proſpect is r 

And promiſes ſport and ſucceſs thro? the day. 
Tally ho, tally ho, ſee the game is in view, 

The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue. 


The goddeſs of pleaſure, fweet roſy cheek'd health, 
Gives joys more abundant than titles or wealth; 
And appetite gives to their viands a zeſt, 
Above all the ſauces by cooks ever dreſt. 

Tally ho, tally ho, ſee the game is in view, 
The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſue 


> 


— 


- 
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Haza! then my boys, to the chace let's away, 
Nor in indolence loſe the delights of the day; 


From faſhion and folly we borrow no grace, 
But joy paints the cheeks as we follow the chace; 
Tally ho, tally ho, ſee the game is in view, 


The ſportſmen all cry as they nimbly purſae. 


—— —— 


6 O N G. 


WERTER TO CHARLOTTE, 


HE conflict's o'er, my love adieu, 
To death I'll yield ſerene and brave; 
Betore theſe parting lines you view, 
Werter ſhall ſleep within his grave: 
When e'er the ſummer's ſun you greet, 
Recal the hours of earlieſt bloom; 
And mark! the ev'ning breeze how fleet, 
Waves the high graſs around my tomb. 
| Waves the, Ee. 


From this bleſt moment you are mine, 
Yes Charlotte, I but go before 
To our dread father's heav*nly ſhrine, 
Where ſorrows voice is heard no more: 
Ne ſhall receive and comfort give, 
To one oppreſs'd with grief and pain; 
Till you at length to bliſs arrive, 
there for ever we remain. 
* | And there, Se « 


* 


1 
SONG. 


Sung in the Agreeable Surpriſe. 


APPY, harmleſs, rural pair, 
H Void of jealouſy or care; 
mblems of the ble& above, 
Sharing pure ſeraphic love 


By the brook, beneath the ſhade 
Of the lofty poplar laid, | 
Cheerful ſtrains awake the grove, 
Dulcet notes of peace and love. 


Say, ye proud, ye rich, and great, 
Circled round with noiſe and ſtate ; 
Real pleaſures can ye prove? 
No; tis found in love. 


A $ ON G. 
DAMON, 


| Win firſt the Eaſt begins GI 
And Nature's beauties riſe, BY. 
The lark aſſumes her mattins ſweet, 
And ſeeks the yielding ſkies : 13 
The roſy light that glads the Muſe, ee | 
+ Dear to her breaſt muſt be; Bl 
- But ſo dear young Cupid knee. 3 


See || As; Lint 3: 76 tile. Woe of 
*Y | In 
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In yonder tree two turtles bill, 
Whoſe ſweet alternate notes, 
In pretty ſongs of love, prolong, 
he muſic of their throats: 
Dear to the lover s flutt'ring brea ſt, 
The fair. one's notes muſt be; 
But not ſo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Damon is to me. 


A mourning bird, in plaintive mood, 
Robb'd of her callow young, 

In yonder grove obſerv'd her neſt, 
And till her woes the ſung : 

No feather'd warbler of the wood 
More forrowful could be; 

But I far greater woes malt ſhare, 
Were Damon far from me. 


. 
THE EXPOSTULATION, TO DELIA, 


By Lerd G. 
F OR ever, O mercileſs fair, 
an 


Will that cruel indiff rence endure ? 
thoſe eyes look me into deſpair, 
And that heart be unwillmg to cure? 


If I love, will you doom me to die ; 
Or, if I adore you, upbraid ? 
Can that breaſt the leaſt pity deny 
To the weetch wilted your deatty has made ? 


How 
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How oft what I felt, to diſguiſe 

Has my reaſon 1 riouſly ſtrove ; 
Till my foul almoſt Fell from my eyes, 
In the tears of the tendereſt love 


Till, rendered unable to flow, 

By the torture's exceſs which I bore, 
That nature ſunk under the woe, 

Or only recover'd to more, 


Then, Delia, determine my fate, * 
Nor let me to madneſs be drove; 

But, O! do not tell me you hate, 
If you even reſolve not to love. 


— 


S 0. No. 
THE REPLY. 
By Lady Mary S. 


CEASE to mourn, unhappy youth, 
Or think this boſom hard 1 4 \ 
My tears, alas! muſt own your truth, ef 
And wiſh it could reward, 


Th? exceſs of unabating woe 

This tortured breaſt endures, 
Too well, alas! muſt make me know 
The pain that dwells in yours, 


G 2 Condemn'd 


And 92 bear the 2 pain, 
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Condemn'd like you to weep in vain, 
I ſeek the darkeſt grove, ; 


Of never-hoping love. 


My waſted day, in endleſs ſighs, 
o ſound of comfort hears ; 
And morn but breaks on Delia's eyes 
To wake her into tears. 


3 lend her friendly aid, 
lain; 
41 hear 1 e fad, ſome wretched maid, 
Or ſee ſome perjur'd ſwain. 


Then ceaſe thy ſuit, fond youth, O ceaſe; 
Or blame the Fates alone; 

For how can I reſtore your peace, 
Who quite have loſt my own ? 


S O N G. 
THE.DISTRESS OF MARIAN, 


O. 1 5 Apri il ev'ning, when the ſun 
journey d 2 . 
Sad Iiariat . with looks of 
Walk' d forth full heavily. | 


Tears trickled down her faded cheek, 
Soft ſighs her boſom heav'd ; 
Soft ſighs reveal'd her inward woe, 
Alas! ſhe'd been deceiv'd. 
« Oh! 
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Ohl what a wretch am I become, 
A luckleſs laſs!” ſaid ſhe; 

« The cowllip and the vi'let blue, 
Have now no Charms for me. 


The golden ſan, that daily ſhines, 
And glitt'ring decks = | 

Brings no relief to my diſtreſs, 
Or pleaſure to my eye. 


This little river, when I dreſs d, 
Has ſerv'd me for a glaſs; 
But now it only ſhews how love, 


Has ruin'd this poor tace. 


What charms could happy Lucy boat, 
To fix thy wav'ring mind ? 

What charms in Lucy more than me, - 
Ungrateful, could'ſt thou find ? 


Haſt thou forgot the tender vows, 
Which at my feet were made? 

Yet I'll not ſpend my dying hour, 
Thy falſhood to upbraid, 


But what remaining breath I have, 
Shall intercede with Heav'n ; 
That all thoſe broken vows to me, 

At laſt, may be forgiv'n. 


Yet one poor boon, before I die, 
I would of thee require ; 
And do not thou refuſe to grant, 
A wretch's laſt defire. 
G 3 When 
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When you with Lucy ſhall affix 7 
The happy marriage - day, | 
Oh! do not o'er my green-grals grave, | 
Inhuman, take thy way ! | 


—— 


3 


THE PAINS OF ABSENCE. f 


By Samuel Knight, 4. M. 


v' N in the early hours of new-born love, 
Ere ſmiling hope firſt ſooth'd her infant care, 
What poig*nant anguiſh was I doom'd to prove, 
Torn from the preſeace of my charming fair ! 


Yet what were then, dear Girl, the joys I loſt ? 
—]mperfeR, faint, imaginary bliſs ; 

A tranſient glaace, a flatt'ring ſmile,—at moſt ; 
Half granted, half denied, a haſty kits. 


Did abſence then o'erwhelm my foul with grief, 
When but a glimpſe of Paradiſe was giv'n ? 

Ah! who, my Delia, now ſhall grant relief, 

From heav'a itſelf, from thy embraces driv'n? 


O melting tranſports ! raviſhing delights ! 
When to my breaſt I ſtrain'd the yielding fair : 

Ve days of pleaſure, and ye rapt'rous nights, 
What do ye now but add to my deſpair ? 


And 
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And can TI live, thus torn from all I love, 
When equal cares my Delia's heart oppreſs ? 
Hope whiſpers, *Abſence ſhall our bliſs improve, 
And yet ſuperior joys our meeting bleſs,” 


Ah! Delia, does the flatt'rer whiſper truth? 
Superior joys!'— Alas! that cannot be: 

Thou can'ſ not, Delia, bleſs thy faithful youth 
With greater joys than he has known with thee. 


S O N G. 


THE VIRGIN LILY, 
Sung in the Agreeable Surpriſe. 


HE virgin lily of the night, 
Aurora finds in tears; 
But ſoon, in coif of native white, 
Her fragrant head ſhe rears: 
No longer droops, diſtreſt, forlorn, 
But, freſh and blithe as May, 
She riſes to perfume the morn, 
And ſmiles upon the day. 


The limpid ftreams of noble ſource, 
That miles in darkneſs flow, 
Emerging in their devious courſe, 
A 1 4 beauties ſhew : 
er n ſands they gently glide, 
Uauffes with the : e, F'Y 
Reflecting heav'n with ſplendid pride, 
As rolling thro” the vale. | 


11 


S ON G. 
WINTER ENLIVENED BY HOPE. 


L AD in autumnal gold the foreſt ſhines, 
And the faint ſun with horizontal ray, 

Too ſoon the dreary world to night refigns, 
Whoſe eboa ſceptre boaſts ſuperior Way. 


Ahl ſoon to Winter muſt hale Autumn yield, 
And frequent clouds the angry ſky deform ; 

The driving ſnow ſoon whiten'd ev'ry field, 
And the bare foreſt bend before the ſtorm. 


The cheerleſs ſcene afflicts the thoughtful ſain, 
That ſettled glaom proclaims his grief ſincere; 
E'en now he feels anticipated pain, 
And gives to future ills a preſent tear. 


Do I, my Delia, in his ſorrows join? 
Say, do I drop a ſympathizing tear? 
And mourns, my love, this tributary line 
The faded beauties of th' expiring year. 


The paler bloſſoms of the early ſpring, (ſhine, 
Summer's warm tints with brighter glow that 
To no enraptur'd mind more joy could bring, 


Full well thou know'ſt, my Delia, than to wo. 
| et 


Since neither could win me the ſmiles of my fair. 
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Yet pleas'd I now behold the ſtorm prevail, 
With joy the foreſt's ſcatter'd honours ſee ; 
And ev'ry blaſt that howls along the vale, 
More ſweetly ſounds than muſic's voice to me. 


Ah! tell me, Delia, need the Muſe declare, 
Whence | enjoy this wreck of nature's charms ? 

— Relentleſs Summer forc'd me from my fair, 
Kind Winter will reſtore her to my arms. 


O Autumn! how I bleſt thy boiſt'rous nights, 
What charms for me has yonder faded grove? 
Thy ſtorms are harbingers ot ioft delights, 
Each talling leaf a meſſenger of love. 


ee eee EEE 


S$ O N G. 


DAPHNE. 


25 W. Shenſtone, EJ7. 


1 N a vale fring'd with woodland, where grottos 
abound, 

And rivulets murmur, and echoes reſound ; 

I vow'd to the Muſes my time and my care, 


As freedom inſpir' d me, I rang'd and I ſung, 
And Daphne's dear name never fell from my tongue; 
But, if once a ſmooth accent delighted my ear, 


I ſhould wiſh, unawares, that my Daphne ſhould hear. 
G 5 With 
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With faireſt ideas my botom 1 ſtor d, 
Alluſions to none but the nymph I ador'd ; 
And the more I with ſtudy my fancy refin'd, 
The deeper impreſſion ſhe made on my mind. 


Ah! whilſt I the beauties of nature purſue, 

] ſtill muſt my Daphne's fair image renew; 
The Graces have choſen with Daphne to rove, 
And the Muſes are all in alliance with love. 


——— ꝛ' / m—ñH 


S O N G. 


THE DISCONSOLATE. 


S the Thames filent ſtream mov*d ſlowly along. 
And the winds whiſper'd, folemn, the willows 


among ; 
On a green — complaining, a ſwain was reclin'd, 
Who wept to the willows, and ſigh'd with the wind. 


In vain,” he cries, Nature has granted the ſpring, 
In vain bloom the vi lets, the nightingales ſing; 
To a heart full of ſorrow no ſcenes gay appear, 
Each zephyr's a ſigh, and each dew-drop a tear. 


In vain my Zelinda hath beauty, to move 
The faireſt to envy, the wiſeſt to iove; 

Her beauty no more gives delight to mine eye, 
Since without her to live is more pain than to die. 


Oh! 
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, The beautiful viſion might ſoften my pain, 
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Ohl that Somnus his pinions would over me ſpread, 


And paint her dear image, in dreams, in her ſtead 


But ſleep's a relief I folicit in vain. 


The wretch, then, like me, whoſe heart's loaded with 
Is deluded by hope, and undone by deſpair; 


(care, 


His cares, ever waking, deny him repoſe, 
And the moments hut vary, to vary his woes.“ 


S O N G. 
THE BANKS OF YARROW, 


By Miſs Rertlet. 


All nature's ſweets were ſpringing ; 
The buds did bow with filver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were ſinging: 
When on the bent, wi blithe content, 
I firſt met Jem my marrow ; 
Whate'er betide, I'll be his bride, 
Upon the banks of Yarrow: 
With him I'll tray, 
And fondly play, 
Upon the banks of Yarrow. 


G 6 | | How 


** morn was fair ſoft was the air, 
e 
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How ſweet his face, where ev'ry grace, 

And manly beauty's mod ; 

His ſmiling een, and comely mien, 
That nae perfection wanted: 

Pl never fret, nor ban my fate, 

But bleſs my bonny marrow, 

While his dear ſmiles all doubt beguiles, 


© Upon the banks of Yarrow. 
| ' With him, te. 


O Jem if you ſhou'd prove untrue, 

y ghaiſt wou'd ſoon affright ye; 
But if you're kind, wi joyful mind 
PH ſtudy to delight ye: 
Our years around wi love are crown'd, 
From all things joy ſhall borrow ; 
Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we 
Upon the banks of Yarrow ! | 

With thee, c. 


—  —  — — 


S O N G. 


o DEAR 1*M SO PLEAS'D. 


Sung by Miſs Poole. 


x 7 HEN Strephon appears how my heart, pit 
a pat, 

Shews the tender emotions with which it is ſiez'd; 

To the ſhepherds bewitching gay innocent chat, 

I could liſten for ever O dear I'm fo — 
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Tho' my grandmother frowns and proteſts I'm too 
oung, | 
With the leflans of Cupid ſo ſoon to be teiz'd ; 
But ſo ſweet is the honey that falls from his tongue, 


That I laugh at my grannum— O dear I'm fo 
pleas'd. 


Shou'd he aſk me to wed, as he hinted to day, 
When my hand he ſoft and ſo tenderly ſqueez d; 

He's ſo pretty a ſwain, that I can't ſay him nay, 
I'm reſolv'd to be married—O dear I'm fo pleas d. 


Ss 0 . 


I AM NOT TWENTY, 
Sung by Miſs Newman. 


S thro? the grove, the other day 
I gang'd io blithe and bonny ; 1 

| Who ſhou'd 1 meet upon the way, 
But my true love Johnny! 

With eager haſte, 

He claſp d my waiſt, 
And kiſſes gave me plenty; 
f Tho' 1 denied 

And thus replied, 
«« Dear lad I am not twenty.” 


What's that to me, the ſhepherd cried, 
You're old enough to marry ; 

Then come dear laſs and be my bride, 
No longer let us tarry : | 
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Zut let's be gone, 

O' er yonder Jawa, 
Where lads and laſſes plenty, 
Are fill'd with joy, 

And kiſs and toy, 
Altho' they are not twenty. 


I liſten'd to his nan tale, 
And gang'd wi him ſo rarely; 
With ſong and pipe he did prevail, 

He won my wiſhes fairly : 
O he's the lad, 
That makes me glad, 
With kiſſes tweet = plenty; 
S800 I declare, 
By all that's fair, 
V1 wed tho' not quite twenty. 


— —  — — ÜT[ 


$ O N S. 
THE QUEEN OF HEARTS. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


F AREWEL to the Park and the Play, 
Farewel the Aſſembly and Ball; 

Ye Parties ſo frolic and gay, p 
With pleaſure farewel to you all ! 

Noe joys can I now find in wine, 


My freedom, well pleas'd, I refign, 
To Lucy the fair queen of hearts : 


Shot thro* with ly Cupid's keen darts; 


| 
1 
| 


1 
For Lucy I ſigh, 
For Lucy I] die; 
For Lucy the fair queen of heart. 


Tho' beauties are plenty I own, 
Regardleſs I view their dull charms; 
Nor beauty cou'd conquer alone, 
But beauty and merit ditarms: 
Inſipid to me all their faces, 


[ In vain they play off all their art; 
* Compar'd to the numberleſs graces, 
Ot Lucy the fair queen ot hearts. 

For Lucy, Oe. 


She liſtens to all that I ſay, 
She bluſhes whenever we meet; 
Tho? with others ſhe's lively and gay. 
With me ſhe is grave and diſcreet ; 
To church then II lead my fair bride, 
And ſcorning deceitful baſe arts; 
Still happy whate'er may betide, 
With Lucy the fair queen of hearts. 
| For Lucy, Ee. 


$8 0 N36. 
PLEASURES OF MAY. 
Sung by Miſs Leary. 


6. hes E Hawthorn 4s ſweetly in bloom, 
And daiſys bedeck the gay mead; 

| | The roſe ſheds its richeſt perſum-, | 
| And each love- tale of youth.muit ſucceed: A | 
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Ah! why in this ſeaſon of joy, ( 
Ah! why is my ſhepherd away ? | 
While abſent the ons but cloy, 
And vain is the fragrance of May. 


When forc'd from our plains to depart, 
The ſwain was ſo gentle and kind, 
His ſighs ſpoke the pangs of his heart, 

To leave his poor Daphne behiad : 
Yet why, in this ſeaſon of joy, 

Ah! why does my Corrydon ſtay ; 
While abſent all ſeaſons muſt cloy, 

And loſt are the pleaſures of May. 


In vain I've collected each flow'r, 
With woodbine entwin'd ev'ry tree; 

In vain have bedeck'd the gay bow'r, 
Unleſs it is deck'd thus for thee : 

Then come, my dear Corrydon, come, | 
The fields and the meadows are gay 

No joys can you find while you roam, 
Like our plains when enliven'd by May. 


o 


CE me emeu—_—_—_——_—_— 


S O N G. 


THE KISSING SONG, 


Sung by Miſs Poole. 


OUNG Damon was whiſtling briſk and gay, 
With waiſtcoat fo red and fiockings ſo gray; 

Juſt merrily merrily come from the fair, 

He met pretty Sue in the way: | 

Come , 4 


| 
7 
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Come kiſs me, ſays he, 
I won't, N | 
You're bold and I you I do declare. 


He offer'd a ribbon her hair to bind, 
Dear Suſan come kiſs and in pity be kind; 
Or I'll hang in a fit of deſpair. 
Deſpair cried the maiden is blind: 
Then kiſs me, ſays he, 
I won't, ſays ſhe, 
You think that I love you, I don't I declare. 


Shall we go to the Parſon? he roguiſhly ſaid, 
She —_— cried yes, bluſh'd and held down her 
ead ; | 
With a look that diſpel'd all his care, 
For ſhe found that he wiſh'd her to wed : 
Well kiſs me, ſays he, 
I will, fays ſhe, 
Ill kiſs when we're wed, not till then I declare. 


S O-N 6. 


THE HEAVY HEART, 


Sung by Miſs Beriles. 


LOW on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rains, 
To ſoothe my tender prief, 
our ſolemn muſic lulls my pains, 
And yields a ſhort relief: 
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Oh! my heart, my heavy, heavy heart, 
Swells as twould burſt in twain ; 


No tongue can e'er deſcribe the ſmart, 
Nor I couceal its pain. 


The {an which makes all nature gay, 
Torments my weary eyes ; 

And in dark ſhades I paſs the day, 
Where echo fleeping lies. 


Oh! my heart, Cc. 


The ſtrongeſt paſſians of the mind, 
The greateſt bliſs we know; 


Ariſes from ſucceſs ful love, 
If not, the greateſt woe. 
Ob! my heart, Cc. 
8 UN 


BACCHUS'Ss BOAST. 


Sung by Mr. Incledon. 
ones” 20m may boaſt of his care-killing 


And folly in thought-drowning revels delight, 
Such worſhip, alas! has no charms for the ſoul, 
When ſofter devotion the ſenſes invite: 
To the arrow of fate, or the canker of care, 
His potions oblivious a balm may beſtow; 
But to fancy that feeds on the charms of the fair, 
The death of reflection's Bs Cure of all woe. 


15 


1 139 ] 
What foal that's poſſeſt of a dream ſo divine, 
With riot would bid the ſweet viſion be gone? 
For a tear that bedews ſenſibility's ſhrine, k 
Is a drop of more worth than all Bacchas's tun: 
Each * and exceſs hath through life been my 
oom, 
And well can I ſpeak of its joy and its ftrife ; 
The bottle affords us a glimpſe thro? the gloom, 
But love's the true ſun-ſhine that gladdens our 
life. 


Come then, roſy Venus, and ſpread o'er my fight, 
The magic illuſions that raviſh the ſoul ; 
Awake iu my breaſt the ſoft dream of delight, 
And drop from thy Myrtle one leaf in my bowl: 
Then deep will I drink of the nectar divine, 
Nor e' er, jolly God, from thy banquet remove; 
But each tube of my heart ever thirſt ſor the wine, 
* mellow'd by friendſhip and ſweeten'd by 
( 


—— — — 


8 © M d. 


THE REPETITION. 


Sung by Mi, Pool. 


OUNG Willy woo'd me long in vaia, 
In ev'ry place he met me; 
Ah! do you love me, faid the ſwain ? 
How often muſt I aſk ye? 
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11 love deny, 
For him 1 

Why no, fooliſh wain, ys » 
| How often mubt I toll ye? 
Ah! muſt I then avoid your view, 
Ahl muſt I always ſhun ye? 
Then tell me O my deareſt Sue, 
How often muſt I aſk ye? 


At length he aſk'd my hand, and cried, 
Ah! deareſt do you love me ? 
Why yes, ſaid l, and ſoſtly . 
often muſt I tell ye 


S O NG. 


THE NIGHTINGALE, 


By General Burgoyne. 


Renews her plaintive ſtrain ; 
Preſſes her boſom to the thorn, 
And courts th” inſpiring pain. 


But, ah! how vain the {kill of ſong, 
* wake the vocal air; 
ith paſion trembling on the tongue 
Alla the heart deſpair, ; 


T HE fleepleſs bird, from eve to morn, | 


SONG. 
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THE REMEDY. 


HILE from my looks, fair nymph, you gueſs 
The ſecret paſſions of my mind, Bi 
My conſcious eyes, you ſay, confeſs 


A heart to love and grief inclin'd. 


There wants, alas! but little art, 
To have this fatal ſecret found; 
With the ſame eaſe you threw the dart, 
Tis certain you can cure the wound. 


| i 


THE CONTENTED MAID. 


By George Keate, Eg. 


ET me live remov'd from noiſe, - | 

Remov*d from ſcenes of pride and ftrife ; / 

And only taſte thoſe tranquil joys, 
Which heaven beſtows on rural life! 


Innocence ſhall guide my youth; 
Whilſt nature's paths I {till purſue ; 

Each ſtep I take be mark'd with truth, 
And virtue ever be my view. 


Adieu, ye gay, adieu, ye great, 
I fee you all without a ſigh; 


5 Contented with my happier fate, 
In ſilence let me live and die: 
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Sweet peace I'll court to follow me, 
And woo the graces to my cell ; 
For all the graces love to be 

Where ignocence and virtue dwell. 


THE TENDER WISH. | 


By Peter Pindar, Ejq. 


ROM her, alas! whoſe ſmile was love, 
I wander to ſome lonely cell ; 

My fighs too weak the maid to move, 

I bid the flatt*rer hope farewel. 


Be all her little arts forgor, 
That fill'd my boſom with alarms , ' 
Ah! let her crime-a little fpot— 

Be Toft amidſt her blaze of charms. 


As on I wander flow, my fighs, | 
At ev'ry ſtep, for Cynthia mourn: | 
My anxious heart within me dies, 

And, finking whiſpers, O return,” 


Deluded heart! thy folly know, 
Nor fondly nurſe the fatal flame; 

By abſence thou ſhalt loſe thy woe, 

And only flutter at her name. | 
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S ON G. 


ABSENCE LAMENTED. 


E nymphs and ſwains, that ſweetly play, 

On Tweed's fam'd banks, ur winding I ay 
Ah! ſay what happy ipot ectains | | 
My Sally, fince ſtie left thele plains ? 


Say, in what bow'r, beneath what ſhade, 
Soft ſlumbers lull the gentle maid ; 

For love ſhall lend me wings to fly, 
And pow'rful fancy place me nigh. 


Alas! the bliſsful ſcene how chang'd, 
Where once we both with pleature rang'd ! 
Not halt io fair the lily iprings, 

Not half fo tweet the unnet tings, 


Hafte then, my lovely fair, once more, 
Oh haſte to bleſs the Southern ſhore; 
And April's clouds ſhall mile as gay, 
As all the blooming tweets ot May. 


Yet rather may the fates deny 

Thy beauties to my longing eye, 

If ime a cruel change has wrought, 
On Tweed a ſweeter leſſon taught 


But ſhould thy faithful ſhepherd find 

His lovely Sally fall is kind, 

Then abſence ſhall thy charms improve, 
And I with double rapture love, 


SONG. 
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S O N G. 
HOPE. 
By Dr. Goldſmith. 
T HE wretch condemn'd with life to part, 


= 
- - #-&# 


Still, till on Hope relies; 
ev'ry pang that rends the heart 
Bids expectation riſe. | 28 


Hogs, like the glimm'ring taper's light 

dorns nd — the way; "_ 

And ſtill, as darker grows the night, 
Emits a brighter ray. 


————  — — — ñę 


$S O N G. 


. THE ALTERATION. 

W clouds that angel's face deform, 
Anxious I view the growing ftorm ; 

When angry light'nings arm thine eye, 

And tell the gath'ring tempeſt nigh : 

I curſe the ſex, and bid adieu 

To female friendſhip, love, and you. 


But when ſoft rule your breaſt, 
And each kind look ſome love has dreſt; 
When cloudleſs ſmiles around you play, 
And give the world a holiday : Hg 
I bl Sag row rigs new | 
Dear;female friendſhip, love, and you. 

ET SONG. - 


- . 
— — —_—_— 
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RURAL CHARMS. 

By T. 4. 


O, no, *tis in vain, in this turbulent town, 
To expect either pleaſure or reſt ; 

To hurry and nonſenſe ſtill tying us down, 
"Tis an overgrown priſon at bell. 


Frem hence to the country eſcaping away, 
Leave the croud and the buſtle behind ; 

You there will ſee liberal nature diſplay, 
A thouſand delights to mankind. 


I) be change of the ſeaſon, the ſports of the field, 


The ſweetly diverſified ſcene ; 


© Groves, gardens, and all things, combining to yield 


All happineſs ever ſerene. 


There, free from ambition, from avarice free, 
My Summer [I'll quickly ſpend ; 

While the cits, and the courtiers, unenvied by me, 
May gather up wealth without end, 


No, thank em; I'll never, to add to my ſtore, 
My peace and my freedom reſign : 

Who would, for the ſake of poſletling the ore, 
Be ſentenc'd to dig in the mine ? 


*H SONG. 
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s ON S. 
THE DESPAIRING LOVER. 


OW can the Muſes lend their happy aid, 
Ah! how can fancy brighten up the ſong ; 
auty and love can only be diſplay d, 
Where mutual paſſion does the theme prolong. 


There ſmiling Venus leads the happy hours; 
There Cupid only lends his golden dart; 

There lovers breathe their vows, in roſy bow'rs, 
And rapture plays alike around each heart. 


There may the Muſes ev'ry wreath entwine, 
With notes ſeraphic firike upon the ear : 
But melancholy thoughts alone are mine, 
And ev'ry proſpect diſmal, dark, and drear, 


For Love, the tyrant triumphs in my breaſt, 
With all his force of jealouſies and fears, 
Nor will allow my ſoul one moment's reſt ; 
My heart he breaks; my eyes ſuffuſe with tears. 


Wich garlands gay let others then be crown'd, 
And lead the bluſhing bride to Hy men's fane ; 
My temples, with dark yew and cypreſs bound, 
| Shall ben 


expreſs my ſorrow and my ſhame. 
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THE DISCONSOLATE. 


HO to my wound a balm adviſes, 
But little knows what [ endore ; 
The patient's pain g ee , riſes, 
When med cine ar fails to cure. 
What can the wiſeſt edunſels teach me, 
But ſad remembrance of my grief? 
Alas! your kindneſs cannot reach me, 
It gives but words—l aſk relief. 


s O N s. 


THE SALLOR'S ALLEGORY. 


For a Water Party. 


IFE's like a ſhip in conſtant motion, 

Sometimes high and ſometimes low ; 

Where ev'ry one mult brave the ocean, 
Whatſoever wind may blow : 

If unaſſail'd by ſquall or ſhower, 


- Wafted by the gentle ; y 
Let's not loſe the rin 2 


While ſucceſs attends our ſails, 
H 2 


Or» 
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Or, if the wayward winds ſhould bluſter, | 
Let us not give way to fear ; | 
But let us all our patience muſter, 
And learn from reaſon, how to ſteer : 
Let judgment keep you ever ſteady, 
»Tis a ballaſt never fails; | 
Should dangers riſe, be ever ready 
To manage well the ſwelling fails. 


Truſt not too much your own opinion, ö 
- While your veſſel's under way, | 
Let good example bear d6minion, | 

_ "That's a-compaſs will not ftray : 
When thund'ring tempeſt's make you ſhudder, 
Or Boreas on the ſurface rails; | 
Let good diſcretion guide the rudder, i 
And providence attend the fails. | 


: 


Then, when you're ſafe from danger, riding 
In ſome welcome port or bay; 

Hope be the anchor you confide in, 
And care awhile enſlumber'd lay: 

Or, when each cann's with liquor flowing, 
And fellowſhip prevaals ; 

Let each true heart with rapture glowing, 
Drink ſucceſs unto our ſails. 


— — — 
S ON 6. 


- THE DAWN OF HOPE, 


| 
DAWN af hope my ſoul revives, 
A And baniſhes deſpair ; 
If yet my deareſt Damon lives, 
Make him ye gods your care. 


Diſpel 
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Diſpel theſe gloomy ſhades of night, 
My tender griefs remove; 
Oh, ſend ſome cheering ray of light, 
To guide me to my love. 


Thus, ir a ſecret, friendly ſhade, 
The penſive Celia mourn'd ; 
While courteous echo lent her aid, 

And ſigh for ſigh return'd. 


When, ſudden, Damon's well known face 
Each riſing fear diſarms; 

He eager iprings to her embrace, 
She finks into his arms. 


> —— — —e— 


S O N Gs 
MY DAMON's AIR. 


Sung in Comus. 
RECITATIVE. 


OW gentle was my Damon's air! 
| Like iunay beams his golden hair; 
His voice was like the nightingale's, 
More ſweet his breath than N vales: 
How hard tuch beauties to gn! | 
And yet the cruel taſk is mine. | 
How hard, Oc. 
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AIX. 


On ev'ry hill, in ev'ry grove, 
Along the margin of each ftream ; 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, | 
I mourn, and Damon is my theme : {| 
The hills, the groves, the ſtreams remain, 
But Damon here I ſeek in vain. 
The bills, Sr . 


From hill and dale each charm is fled, 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more ! | 
Each flower in pity droops its head, | 
All nature does my lols deplore ; 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſwain, 
Yet Damon ſtill I feek in vain. 


All, all, Oe. | 


— !;— 3 
Ss ON s. | 

ADVICE TO THE FAIR. 

Sung by Mrs. Vrigbten. 


F you're not too proud for a word of advice, 

In the choice of a hutband girls be not too nice; 

What * our ſhips, and protecting our 
ore, 
You cannot have lovers as once by the ſcore : 
If you wiſh to be married, your pride muſt come 
down, | 

What a ſmile can procure, do not loſe by a frown. 
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The time it has been—it will ne'er be again, 
When a legion of lovers I had in my train; 
They we're pleas'd with my ſing- ſong—I laugh'd 
them all, 


at 
For one was too ſhort and another too tall: 
Or too plump or too flender, too young or teo old, 
And this was too baſhtul, the other too bold. 


1 


All you who' re in bloom, and who Hymen implore, 
Since love may not wait till the wars are all o'er, 
Reſemble the willow, be gentle and bend, 

Take pains for a lover, as you would for a friend; 
Look once at his perſon, but twice at his mind, | 
Take —_— at his word, tho* you bluſh, yet be 


KxpeRt not a croud of admirers to ſee, 

Rich, handſome, and courtly, and all they ſhould be; 
The times are ſo bad, and fo chang'd is our lot, 

A man that's worth having is hard to be got: | 
Chooſe quick, or you'll rue it the reſt of your hves, 
You may flouriſh as toaſta, but you'll never make 


— —— — O——_— 
> 


S O N 8. 


THE ENGLISH PADLOCE. 


: ISS Danae, when fair and young, 
(As Horace has divinely ſung) 
ould not be kept from Jove's embrace 
By doors of ſteel, and walls of brafs. 


H 4 
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Tell us, myſterious huſband, tell us, 

| Why ſo myſterious, why ſo jealous ? 
+ Can harſh reſtraint, the bolt, the bar, 

Make thee ſecure, thy wife leſs fair ? 


il Send her abroad, and let her ſee, 

i That all this world of pageantry, 

I! Waich ſhe, forbidden, longs to know, 
| I; powder, pocket-glaſs, and beau. 


Be to her virtues ever kind, 
Be to her faults a little blind; 
Let all ber ways be unconfin'd, 


And clap your padluck—on her mind. 
— —  — — 

S 0 N 6. 
THE GOD or LOVE. 


| Samg Y Mr. Wilfon. 
Hh OW ſweet the roſy bluſmof morn, 


How charming is the ſpring ! 
When dews beſpangle ev'ry thorn, 
And ſcy-larks ſweetly ſing : 
Come, then, Florella, let us haſte, 
Each happy hour to prove; 
The fragrance of the morn to taſte, 
And hait the God of love. 


The 
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The lambs are ung the plain, 
The kids their gambols try ; 

And ev'ry nymph, and ev'ry ſwain, 
With mirth old care defy : 

With chaplet's crown'd they dance along, 
Each moment to 1mprove ; 

And raiſe the ſoft enchanting ſong, 
To pleaſure and to love. 


Ah! let not fear thy breaſt invade, 
That ſeat of downy peace; 

For all I wiſh, my charming maid, 
Thy joy is to increaſe : 

The tp above my vows ſhall hear, 
Which time cannot remove ; 

That I will conſtant be, my dear, 
To honour and to love. 


6 O G. 
SWEET ROIIN. 


Sung by Mrs, Crouch, in the Padloct. 


8 AY, little fooliſh, flutt' ring thing, 
Whither, ah! whither would you wing 
Your airy flight ? 
Stay here and ſing 
Your miſtreſs to delight. 
No, no, no; 
Sweet Robin, you ſhall not go: 
Where, you wanton, could you be, 
Half fo happy as with me ? 


Hs 
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THE DYING THRUSH, 


A DYING thruſh young Edwy found. 
As ſlutt'ring in a field of ſnow ; 

Its little wings with ice were bound, 
A while its heart forgot to glow : 

In eager haſte he homeward ran, 

— The quiv'ring charge to me reſign'd 

O ſave it, Celia, if you can, 
Protect it from the wint'ry wind. 


My boſom preſs'd the trembling thing, 
And bade its little pris' ner live; 
But ahl that boſom felt a ſting, 
The panting warbler ne!er could give: 
With tweet eoncern, young Edwy cry'd, 
Can Celia ſave the dying thruſh ; 
Perhaps, I ſaid—and fondly figh'd, 
Which ſhame tranſplanted to a bluſh. 


He cry'd, my Celia, why that ſigh, 
And why that bluſh, the bird is free; 
ae” 7p beams in Celia's eyes, 
let it, fair one, beam on me: 
My heart approv'd his pleaſing claim, 
Tho” fain to hide the rebel ſtrove ; 
For pity bore a dearer name, 
"I was now converted into love, 


* — — qt 
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NEW PAIN IN MY BREAST. 


Sung by Mrs. Crouch. 


HAT wakes this new pain in breaſt, 
This ſenſe that lay dormant betare ? 
Lie ſtill buſy flutt'rer, and reſt, 
The peace o of my boſom reſtore: 
Why trickles in filence the tear ? 
This fighing, ah! what does it mean ? 
This mixture of hope. and of fear, 


Where once, all was mild and rene. 


— A — 6 


Some pleaſingly anxious alarm, 


Now warms, and then freezes my heart; 
Some ſoft, irrefiſtible charm, 


Alternate gives pleaſure and ſmart. 
What wales, Sc. 


— —— U— 


S8 OO N G. 


WIDOW CASEY. 
Sung by Mr. Kennedy. 


HE Britiſh Lion is my Ggn, 
| A roaring trade I drive on ; ; 
FUE 7 engliſh » An neat french wine, 
y muſt * on: 
| He 


. —  — _— - 
- — 
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At table d'hotel to eat and drink, 
Let french and engliſh mingle ; 
And while to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let my glaſſes jingle. 
Your rhino raitle, 
Come men and cattle, 
Came all to Mrs. Caſey; 
Of trouble and money, 
My jewel my honey, 
I'll warrant I'll make you eaſy. 


When dreſt and ſeated in my bar, 
Let *ſquire, or beau, or belle come; 
Let captains kiſs me, if they dare, 
It's fir you're kindly welcome: 
On ſhuitle, cog, and {lip I wink, 
Let rooks and pigeons mingle ; 
Aad if to me they bring the chink, 
Faith, let the glaſſes jingle. 


Your thing rattle, Sr. 


Let love fly here on ſilken wings, 


His tricks I ſtill connive at; 


The lover who would ſay ſoſt things, 


dhall have a room in private: 


On pleaſure I am ſure to wink, 


So lips in kiſſes mingle ; 


For while to me they bring the chunk, 


Faith, let the glaſſes jingle. ; 
Your rhino raitle, Oc. 


| 
| 


— . — — —— — 
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S O N G. 
THE LARK'S EARLY SONG. 
Compoſed by Miſs Bonwwick. 


A TTEND my foul, the early birds infpire, 
A My ſacred thoughts with pure celeſtial fire 3 
They from their temp'rate ſleep, awake, and pay, 
Their thankful anthems for the new-born day. 


See how the tuneful lark is mounted high, 
And, Poet like, ſalutes the eaſtern ſky ; 

He warbles thro” the fragrant air his lays, 
And ſeems the beauties of the morn to praiſe. 


But man (more void of gratitude) awakes, 

And gives no thanks for that ſweet reſt he takes ; 
Look on the glorious ſun's new kindled flame, 
Without one thought of him from whom it came. 


S O N . 
MY HEART'S MY OWN. 
Sung by Mist Catley, in Leve in a Village. 


V heart's my own, my love is free, 
And fo ſhall be my voice; 
-No mortal man ſhall wed with me, 
Till firſt he's made my choice, 
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Lot parent's rule, cry nature's laws, 
And children fill obey ; : 

And is there then no ſaving clauſe 


Againſt tyrannic ſway. 


ä— — —— 


8 ON. 
COWDEN KNOWS. 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed, 
Sing their ſucceſsful loves, 
Around the ewes and lambkins feed, 
And muſic fills the groves : 
But my lov'd ſong is then the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows ; 
For ſure ſo ſweet, fo fair a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart ; 

No ſhepherd e er that dwelt on Tweed, 
Could play with half ſuch art: 

He Rage Tay, of Forth, and Clyde, 
The hills and dales all round; 

Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-fide, 

O how I bleſt the found! | 


Yet 


| 
F 
' 
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Yet-more natal is the broom, 
So fair on Cowden Knows ; 
For ſure ſo freſh, fo bright a bloom, 
Elſewhere there never grows : 
Not Tiviot Baes fo green and gay, 
May with this broom compare 3 
Not Yarrow Banks, in flow'ry May, 
Nor buſh Aboon Traquair. 


More peaceful far are Cowden Knows, 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my ewes, 
At eve among the broom : 

Ye pow'rs that — the woods and an 
Where Tweed and Tiviot flows, 

Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 

And my lov'd Cowden Knows ! 


— EIT erm 


S ON G, 


STREPHON OF THE HILL» 


I E T others Damon's praiſe rehearſe, 
Or Coli 'S, At their will ; | 
I mean to ſing, in ruſtic verſe, 
Young Strephon of the hill. 


As once I fat beneath the ſhade, 
Beſide a urlin rill ; 

Who ſhould invade my ſolitude, 
But Strephon of the hill. 


F 


. He tapt my ſhoulder, ſnatch'd a kifs, - 
I could not take it ill; | | 
For nothing ſure is done amiſs, | 7 
By Strephon of the hill. 


Conſent, O lovely maid, he cried, 
Nor aim thy ſwain to kill; 

Conſent this day to be the bride, 
Of Strephon of the hill. 


Obſerve the doves on yonder ſpray, 

” See howthey ſit and bill; 
So ſweet time ſhall paſs away | 
With — of the hill. | 
| 


We went to church with hearty glee, 
O love! propitious ſtill ! ' 

May ev'ry nymph be bleſt, like me, | 

Wich Strephon of the hall. 13 


—— —„— 


8 O N G. 


THE MELLOW HORN. 


Sung by Mr. Dignum. 


OME away, come away, hark the mellow horn » \ 
ſounds | 


The huntſmen are all gone before with the hounds; 
Bright Sol now juſt rous'd is from Thetis's lap, | 
Where all the night long he's been taking his nap: ' 


Come 


=, 
Come on then m boys, for the {time prepare, 
Hark away — hark, 'to the — the hare: 


Let the — of the town all their paſtimes purſue, 


We bucks of the field other game have in view. 


Hark, to ratler, hark, hark, I am ſure that is good, 
See, archly ſhe tries back in thro? the wood ; 


Mark! Rover too doubles, ſhe's certainly gone, 
But yoader again ſee ſhe — thro* the lawn: 
Gone away, gone away, hark my boys, hark away, 
Os follow the dogs now and m no delay. 

Let the bucks, &c. 


See Nimrod has Ges and makes her at laſt, 

Tantivy, tantivy, her courage is 

There Rookey and Jowler, are Jown i in the mead, 

She ſqueaks, make away, ſhe is dead, me is dead; 

Then follow, my boys, but no tearing the game, 

We've conquer'd, and that's all tic honour we claim, 
Let the bucks, Je. 


. — En 


3 
THE MARGATE TOY s Hor. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin. 


EAR Ladies and Gentlemen, cuſtomers, 
Will ye into my neat little, ſweet little hop: , 


ill ye walk about, Madam, or fit down and chat 
a bit, 


Miſs here's the dice box, what think you of that a 
bit; I don't 
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I don't mean to gamble, or each other fleece, | 
You ſhall only put in five and three-pence a piece; 
This enamel'd gold watch-tick goes right to a min- | 


nute, 
Thoſe lily white fingers, ma'am, ſurely muſt win it. 
"Then ma'am will you walk in and tal de rol diddle, 
And fir will you ſtalk in and tol de rol diddle ; . 
And miſs will you pop in and tol de rol diddle, | 
And maſter pray hop in and tol de rol diddle dee. 


When prudiſh, to help out your fies and your tuſhes, | 
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What if you throw for this bottle of blaſhes, miſs, 
Sal Volatile, when your lover gets ranting, 
You'll find that to tip him a faint may be wauting; 
Ma"am, a 2 that won't leave a grey hair in your 

row, 
Sir, a wiſe book to read in, that's—if you know how, 
Hall's, Benſon's, and Silver's, — not ſaunter like 

drones about, 


But all come to Auftin's, and here knock the bones 
.about. 


Then ma an, Te, | 


Ye Londoners, who would fling ſorrow and caſh | 
away, 

Welcome to 1 in ſalt- water daſh away; 

Clean as a penny we'll ſouſe, ſop, and pickle ye, 

Out of your gold, neat as Brighton, we'll tickle ye: | 

Says ſpouſy to deary, to Margate we'll trip, 

In the dog-days, and give little jacky a dip; 

Tho' here in the Dilly, gay pleaſure attend ye, 

Yet back in the Hoy, poor as Job 1. 4 ſoon ſend ye. 


ma an, Se. 


SONG. 


C's 


2 
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s O0 N 8. 


Moc THE BRUNETTE. 


OUNG Jockey he courted ſweet Mog, the 
| Brunette, 
Who had lips like carnation, and eyes black as jet; 
He coax'd,and he wheedled, and talk'd with his eyes, 
And look'd as all lovers do—wonderful wile : 
Then he ſwore like a lord how her charms he ador'd, 
That _— ſoon put an end to his ſuff rings im- 
plor'd ; 

For a heart unawares thus his trammels he ſet, 
And ſoon made a conqueſt of Mog the Brunette. 


They pannel'd their dobbins and rade to the fair, 

Still kiſing.and fond'ling until they came there; 

They call'd at - church, and in wedlock we're 
join'd, 

And Jockey was happy for Moggy was kind: 

"Twas now honey moon time expired too ſoon, 

They revel'd in pleafure night, morning, and noon 

He call'd her his charmer, his joy and his pet, 

And the laſſes ail eavy'd ſweet Mog the Brunette. 


Then home they return'd, but return'd moſt unkind, 
For Jockey rode on and left Moggy behind ; 
Surpriz'd at this treatment, ſhe call'd to her mate, 
Why Jockey, you're alter'd molt ſtrangely ef laws 
ome 


— — — 
— — 
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Come on fool, he cry'd, thou now art my bride, 
And when folks are wed they ſet Na an aſide ; 


Hard names, and foul words, were the beſt ſhe could! 


1 


Strange 1 this ſure, for ſweet Mog the Brunette. 


He took home poor Moggy, new conduct to learn, 


She bruſh'd up the houte, while he thatch'd the old | 


bara; 
They laid in a Rock for the cares that enſue, 
And now live as man and wife uſually do: 
As their humours excite, they kiſs and they fight, 


_ *Twixt kindneſs and feuds, paſs the morn, noon and; | 


night; 
To his ſorrow he ſin s with his match he has met, 
And wiſhes the Devil had Mog the Brunette. 


ů— — — ——ñ——᷑ 
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MIND THE MAIN CHANCE. 


Sung by Mr. Wilſon. 


mother ſhe told me when I was a boy, 
1 ware of deceit I my mind muſt em- 
ploy, 
That folly and vice would my footſteps attend, 
So wiſdom and prudence ſne muſt recommend: 


That theſe in life's round would my pleaſure en- 


hance 


And always concluded with, mind the main chance. 


| 
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1 heard her advice, but in truth I muſt fay, 

It was on her darling, alas! thrown away, 

I join'd in the ſports with the jovial and young, 
And, as folly invited, I tan'd up the ſong; 

With the wanton and giddy would mix in the dance, 
And ſome how or other torgot the main chance. 


But ſoon as reflection came over my mind, 

All the vain _ of folly at once I refign'd ; 

The right path of pleaſure determin'd to prove, 

And ſweeten my moments with reaſon and love: 

I have * a good wife which my bliſs does en- 
ance, ; 

So all will allow I have hit the main chance. 


— — — . . — 


S O N G. 


VALENTINE'S DAY. 
Sung at Vauxha.l. 


HEN bluſhes dy'd the check of morn, 
And dew-drops gliften'd on the thorn ; 

When ſky-larks tun'd their carrols ſweet, 

To hail the god of light and heat: 

Philander, from his downy bed, 

To fair Liſetta's chamber ſped, 

Crying—Awake, ſweet love of mine, 

I'm come to be thy valentine, 
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Soft love, that balmy ſleep denies, 
Had long unveil'd her brilliant eyes, 
Which (that ſhe might a kits obtain) 

She artfully had clos'd again: 
He ſunk, thus caught in beauty's trap, 
Like Phezbus into Thetis' lap, ; 
And near forgot that his deſign, 
Was but to be her valentine. 


She, ſtarting, cried—I am undone ! 
Philander, charming youth! be gone! 
For this time, to your vows ſincere, 
Make virtue, not your love appear ; 

No fleep hath clos'd theſe watchful eyes, 
(Forgive the ſimple fond diſguiſe) 

To gen'rous thoughts your heart incline, 
And be my faithful valentine. 


The brutal paſſion ſudden fled, 

Fair honour govern'd in its ſtead, 

And both agreed, ere ſe:ting ſun, 

To join two virtuous hearts in one: 
Their beauteous offipring ſoon did prove 
The ſweet effects of mutual love; 

And from that hour to life's decline, 
She bleſt the day of Valentine. 


1 


$ © N G. 


THE MERRY FELIOW., 


E that will not merry be, 
With a gen rous buwi and a teaſt; 
Hay he in Bridewell be Hut wp, 
And f: ſt bound to a poſt. 


Let him be merry merry there, 
And ve'll be merry merry here; 
For who can know where we ſhall go, 
To be merry another year. 


He that will not merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe ; 
May he be oblig'd to drink imall-beer, 
With ne'er a penny in his purſe. 
Let him, &. 


He that will not merry be 
With a company of jolly boys, 
May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wiſe, 
To confound him with ler nuie. 
La lin, Oe. 


He that will not merry be 
With his miſtreſs in his bed; 
Let him be buried in the church- yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. 
Let Lim, Ee 
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HAD 1 A HEART. 


Sang in the Duenna. 


AD I a heart for falſhood fram'd, 
I ne'er could injure you; | 

For tho* your tongue no promiſe claim, 
. Your charms would me true. 


To no ſoul ſha!l bear deceit, | 1 
o ſtranger offer wrong; | 

But friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, | 
And lover's in the young. | 


But when they find that you have bleſt 
Another with your heart; 

They'll bid aſpiring paſſion reſt, 
And ac a brother's part. 


Then, lady, dread not here deceit, 
Nor tear to ſuffer wrong ; 

For friends in all the ag'd you'll meet, 
And brothers in the young. 


—_—  — v «+ + >. 
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SONG. 
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THE POWER OF LOVS. 


By Z. Macknall , E/7. . 


HF northern blaſt, that chilling blows 
Adown the mountain's ſnowy ſide, 
The tendril bites, and-blight's the roſe, 
And withers all the valley's pride. 


More fatal bites not, through the e, 
The Winter's ſharp and canker'd tooth, 

Than doth the blight of hopeleſs love 
The tender bud of hapleſs youth. 


$9 % .6. 


TO THE SOUTH DOWNS. 


| 3 By Mi/s Smith. 

; H, hills belov'd! where once an happy child, 
1 | Your beechen ſhade, © your turf, your flowers 
| among, 


I wove your blue bells into garlands wild, 
And woke your echoes with my artleſs ſong. 


| Ah, hills belov'd, your turf, your flowers remain, 
But can they peace to this ſad breaſt reſtore ; 
For one poor moment ſoothe the ſenſe of pain, 
. And teach a breaking heart to throb no more. 
| & l And 


* 


Ah, no! when all, e'en ' laſt ray is 
There's no eblivion—but fn death alone f 


S O N G. 


THE BUD OF THE ROSE» 


ER mouth with a ſmile, 
Devoid of all guile, 

to view 

Is the bud of the roſe, 

In the morning that blows, 

Impearl'd with the dew. 


More fragrant her breath 

Than the flow'r-ſcented heath 2M 
At the dawning of day; 

The hawthorn in 8 


22 — of May. | 


SONG. 
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S O N 6.- 
THE BEE. 


HI filly elf, that roſe to ſip, 
A While Delia 42 hes ! 
ou little fool, go taſte lip, 

Devour her balmy ſighs. 


Thoſe lips, which make the roſe look pale, 
Eclipſe its brighteſt hue, 

Her neck the lily of the vale, 
Her eyes the vi'lets blue. 


Her charms ſurpaſs the flow'rs of ſpring, 
Oh! ſoftly them invade ; 

Nor date to uſe your venom'sd ſting, 
To wound the charming maid. 


S O N . 


MADRIGAL., 


Tranſlated from the French by David Garrick, E. 


Fes me my fair a wreath has wove, 
Where rival flow'rs in union meet ; 
As oft ſhe kiſs d the gift of love, 
Hor breath gave ſweetneſs to the ſweet. 


i 2 
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A bee within a damaſk roſe, 
Had crept, the neQar'd dew to fip ; 
But leſſer ſweets the thief foregoes, 
And faſtens on Louiſa's lip. 


There taſting all the ſweets of Spring, 
Wak'd by the rip'ning breath of May, 
Th ungrateful ſpoiler left the ſting, 

And with the honey-fled away. 


Then to th' affrighted fair I flew, 
And, haſting to relieve the ſmart ; 

I kis'd the gentle maid, and drew 
'The ſubtle poiſoa to my heart. 


8 O N G. | F 
TO SLEEP... 


E T awhile ſweet fleep deceive me, 
Fold me in thy downy arms; 
Let not care awake to grieve me, 
Lull me with thy potent charms. 


I, a turtle, doom'd to fray, ; 
Quitting yours, the parent's neſt ; 
Find each bird a bird of pfey, 
Sorrow knows not where to reſt. 
SONG. 
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5 23 8 — * — 


__— RR 


(#931 
s O N G. 
JBSSY., „ 
By William Shakeſpeare, Ej7. 
Y bliſs too long my bride denies, 
Apace the waſting Summer flies; 


Nor yet the wint'ry blaſts I fear, 
Nor ſtorms nor night ſhall keep me here. 


What may for ſtrength with ſteel compare* 
O! love has — — far ; 

By bolts of ſteel are limbs conſin d, 

But cruel love enchains the mind. 


No longer then perplex thy breaſt, 

When thoughts tor ment, the firſt are beſt : 
Tis mad to go, tis death to ſtay, 

Away, my Jefle, haſte away. 


S O N G. 


FAITHLESS LOVE. 


By Mrs. Barbauld. 


S near a weeping ſpring reclin'd, 
| The beauteous Araminta pin'd, 
And mourn'd a falſe — yourk; 


While dying echoes caught the found 


And ſpread the ſoft complaints around 
Of broken vows and alter'd truth. 


1 3 An 


\ 
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An aged ſhepherd heard her moan, 
And oo in pity's kindeſt tone 
Addreſs'd the loſt, deſpairing maid : 
« Ceaſe, ceaſe, unhappy Er, to grieve, 
For ſounds, tho* ſweet, can ne er relieve 
A breaking heart by love betray'd.” 


Why ſhouldſt thou wafte ſuch precious ſhow'rs, 


That fall like dew on wither'd rs, 
Burt dying paſſion ne er reſtor d; 


In Beauty's ire is no mean, 


And woman, either ſlave or queen, 
Is quickly ſcorn'd when not ador'd.” 


| © Thoſe liquid pearls from either eye, 


Which might an Eaſtern ___ buy, 
Unvalued here and fruitleſs fall; 
No art the ſeaſon can renew, 


When love was young, and Damon true, 


No tears a wand'ring heart recal.” 


« Ceaſe, ceaſe to grieve, thy tears are vain, 


Should thoſe fair orbs in drops of rain 
Vie with a weeping Southern ſky : 
For hearts o'ercome with love and grief 
All nature yields but one relief; 
Die, hapleſs Araminta, die!“ 


SONG. 


Near to that grove my lovely bridegroom ſtays 


Lend me thy light, O ever-ſpark ling ſtar, 
Bright Heſper, in thy glowing pomp array d; 


1 75 1 
s ON 8. 


OP E, thou ſource of ev'ry bleſling, 
* . divine 
E my ſweet ng, 
2 4 . 


Ev'ry promis'd bliſs 

Softeſt friend to heart-felt angui 
Lend, O! lend thy — 5 

Bid the lover ceaſe to languiſh, 
Cheer the fond deſpairing maid. 


—  — — 
S O N G. 
THE PROM1S'D HOURs 
By Mr. Cunningham. 
HERE the fond zephyr thro' the woodbine | 


plays, 
And wakes ſweet fragrance in the mant'ling 
bow 'r; | | 


Impatient—for tis paſt the promis'd hour. 


n, look down, from thy all-glorious car, 
And beam protection on a wand'ring maid ; 


F* Tis 
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Tis to 7 the penetrating ſpy, 
8 


And paſs unnotic'd from malignant ſight; 
This dreary waſte, full reſolute, , 
And truſt my footſteps to the ſhades of night. 


The moon has ſlipt behind an envious cloud, 
Her ſmiles, ſo gracious, I no longer view : 

Let her remain behind that envious ſhroud, 
My hopes, bright Heſperus, depend on you. 


No rancour ever reach'd tay harmleſs breaſt, 
I hurt no birds, nor rob the buſthng bee; 

Hear then what love and innocence requeſt, 
And ſhed your kindeſt influence on me. 


Thee Venus loves, — firſt twinkler of the fy, 
Thou art her ſtar, —in golden radiance gay; 
On my diſtreſſes caſt a pitying eye, 
Aft me—for, alas! I've loſt my way. 


I fee the darling of my ſoul—my love! 
Expreſſion can't the mighty rapture tell 

He leads me to the boſom of the grove ; 
Thanks, gentle ftar—kind Heſperus, farewel. 


. — w A — mm 


S ON 8. | 


THE ROSE. 


E S T, beauteous flow'r, and bloom anew, | 
To court my paſſing love; 
Glow in his eye with brighter hae, 
And all thy form improve. 


4 
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And while thy balmy odours ſteal, 
To meet his equal breath, 

Let thy ſoft bluſh, for mine, reveal 
Th' imprinted kiſs beneath. 


—— — > 


SONS. 


THE INFLUENCE Of LOVE, 


By W. Shenftone, Ey. 


OW pleas'd, within my native bow' rs, 
Erewhile I paſs the day 
Was ever ſcene fo deck'd with flow*rs ? 
Were ever flaw'rs ſo gay? 


How ſweetly {mil'd the hill, the vale, 

And all the landſcape round : " 
. The river gliding down the dale, 
The hill with beeches crown'd ! 


But now, when, urg'd by tender woe 
I ſpeed to meet my dear, | 
That hill and ſtream my zeal oppoſe, 

And check my fond career. 


No more, fince Daphne was my theme, 
Their wonted charms I ſee ; 

The verdant hill and filver ſtream 
Divide my love and me. 
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S © N G 


THE DESPONDING SWAIN. | 


I; HEN once I with Phillida ftray'd, 
| Where rivers run murmuring by ; 
| 1 heard the ſoft vows that ſhe made, 
| What fwain was ſo happy as 17 
| My breaſt was a ſtranger to care, 
l For my wealth by her kiſſes I told; 
f ] thought myſelf richer by far 
Than he that had mountains of gold. 


But now I = wb at tne 


Her vows have prov'd empty and vain ; 
The kiſſes I once thought my own 
Are beſtow'd on a happier ſwain: 
But cea e, gentle ſhepherd, to deem 
That her vows ſhall be conſtant and true; 
They're as falſe as a Midſummer dream, 
And as fickle as Midſummer dew. 


* 


O Phillis! ſ@ fickle and fair, 
Why did you my love then approve? 
Had you frown'd on my ſuit, thro” deſpair | 
I foon had forgotten to love: 
You ſmil'd, and your ſmiles were ſo ſweet, 
You ſpoke, and your words were fo kind. 
I could not ſuſpect the deceit, : f | 
But gave my looſe ſails to the wind. 


| ( 279 ] 
When tempeſts the ocean deform, 

And billows ſo mountainous roar, 
The pilot, ſecur d from the ſtor m, 

Ne'er ventures his bark from the ſhore : 
As ſoon as foft breezes ariſe, 

| And ſmiles the falſe face of the ſea, 
| His art he too credulous tries, 

And, failing, is ſhipwreck'd like me. 


— —— —  — —ñ.ꝗ — 


S O NS. 


CHARMS OF CHLOE, | 


„„ 


* 


By Matthew Prior, Eſq. 


HE pride of every grove I choſe, 
The vi'let fweet and lily fair; 

d pink, and bluſhing roſe, © 

my charming Chloe's hair. 


hs 
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TO THE SOUTHERN Arn. 


+ E Southern , that ever fly 
In frolic April's vernal train, 
,as ye Aim along the ſcy, 
Dip your light pinions in the main: 
Then them fraught with genial ſnow re, 


'O'er blooming Flora's primroſe bow rs. 


Now ceaſe awhile your wariten port, 
Now drive each threat'ning cloud away; 
Then to the flow ry vale reſort, 
And hither all its Tweets tonvey - 
And ever as ye dance along, 
With fofteſt murmurs aid my ſong. 


«0 N06. 
THE VALENTINE OF HOPELESS LOVE. 


XL7 AK'D ) by the breath of Spring, in ev'sy 
| ©, - 
The latent pritaroſe rears her ſickly head; 

The virgin ſnow- drop decks her verdant bed, 
And vi'lets blue perfume the paſſing gale. 


The tuneful linnet plumes her ſpeckled wing, 
Ihe tender ſtock-dove cooes in ev'ry grove 5 
The ſoaring lark e. the ſong of love, 

All naturevwns thy in — genial spring. 


« Þ ** * Meg er os. 
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All—all but me —condemn'd by wayward fate, 
To bear fove's-keeneſt arrow in my breaſt ; 


"Tis vain to wiſh—to » alas:—too late!— 
No change of ſeaſon i gs my boſom reſt. + 


A tear from thee is all the boon I crave, 
To whet the with'ring ſod that marks my grave. 


— — — 
S O N G. 


DAMON AND FLAVIA. 


E AR a ſmooth river's lonely fide, 
Where tuneful Naiads gently -lide, 
A ſecret grotto ſtands; 
Within a rock's hard boſom made, 
Hid in the gloom of awful ſhade, 
The work of Nature's hands. 


This ſweet retreat, that once had been 

Of joy and love the choſen ſcene, 

| Poor injur'd-Flavia ſought ; 

But—to-complain of Damon's vow 

There made and broke —ſhe choſe it now, 
With rage and forrow OE 


The hollow rock, where ſhe veclin'd, 
She thought was like falfe Damon' s mind; 


= — | 
_—— — tempting face, L 

==: s deluding- in 

_ that betray'd. 


Damon's 
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Damon, one ev'ning as he ſtray A, 
To meet ſome other tender maid, 
O'erheard her mournful plaint : 
Her fighs, and tears, and ſoft deſpair, 
Infected all the neighbouring air, 
| And forc'd him to relent. 


And now ſhe thinks, fince Damon's kind, 
The ſteady rock ſtill like his mind; 
His love—the friendly ſhade : 
The clear ſmooth ſtream—his lovely face, 
Its ſoothing ſound the tongue's ſoft grace, 
That all her woes repaid. 


1% No more be fear d, then, Fortune's powers! 


Tis fancy all our bliſs devours, 

- Qr gives content, we find : 
Men may be happy, if r 
We are ourſelves our own diſeaſe; 
The fault is in the mind. 


$ O0 NG. 


THE TRANSPORTED YOUTH, 
Tranſlated by Mr. Phillips. 


My boſom glow'd ; a ſudden flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame; 


„ 
——— 
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Twas this depriv*'d my foul of reſt, 
And rais'd ſuch tamaſes in my breaſt ; 
For while I gaz d, in tranſports toſt, 
My breath was gone, my voice was loſt. 


O'er my dim eyes a darkneſs hung, 
My ears with hollow murmurs rung. 


In dewy damps my limbs were chill'd, 
My blood with gentle horrors chrill'd; 


Uy bl pal pot =. 


S O N G. 


SAPPHO, 
By Dr. Selle. 


HEN e : 
n 

Wi nt — ren.the 

Like thee ſhe play'd, like thee the ſung. 


For, while ſhe ſtruck the quiv'ri "3 
The throbbing breaſt was all on 

And when ſhe tun'd the vocal = 

The captive ſoul was charm'd away. 


* 
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But, had ſhe added ſtill to theſe 
Tuy ſofter, chaſter pow 'r to pleaſe; 
Thy beauteous air of ſprightly youth. 
Thy native ſmiles of artleſs truth. 


She ne'er had pin'd beneath diſdain, 
She ne*er had play'd and ſung in vain; 
Diſpair had ne er her foul poſſeſt, 

To daſh on rocks the tender breaſt. 


S O NG. 


BEAUTY RESISTLESS, 


By Lord Lanſdewn. 


REPAR'D to rail, reſdly'd to part, 
| When I approach the perjur'd maid; 
What is it awes my tim'rous heart? 
Why is my tongue afraid? 


With the leaft glance a little kind, 
Such wond'rous pow'r have Mira's charms, 
She calms my doubts, enſlaves my mind, 


F of her broken vows, 
en gain on that form divine; 
Her injur d vaſſal trembling bows, 
Nor dares her ſlave repine. - . 
SONG. 
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FAIREST OF THE FAIR, 


By Percy. 


Nancy wilt thou go with me, 

Nor figh to leave the flaunting town? 
Can filent glens have charms for thee, 

The cot and ruffet gown ? hy 
No toy | in ſilken ſheen, 

— deck'd with jewels rare, 

Say, thou quit each — ſcene. 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


1 


O Nancy, when thoa'rt far away, 
2 — 3 — behind ? 
canſt ce parching ray, 
Nor ſhrink beforg the wint'ry wind ? ; 
O can that ſoft and mein | 4 
Extremes of hardſhip learn to bear; | 
Nor, fad, regret each courtly ſcene, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 


"= u penis ke AN 
een with me to 

Or, — thy ſwain ſhall - 2 

To ſhare with him the pangsof woe? 
Say, ſhould diſeaſe or pain befal, 

Wilt thou aſſume the nyrſe* s care? 
Nor, wiſtful, thoſe gay ſcenes recal, 

Where thou wert faireſt of the fair? 
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And when at laſt thy love ſhall die, 
Wilt thou mack his Parting breath ? 
Wilt thou ſtruggli *. 
lt chou repreſs each fruggling death ? 
And wilt thou o'er his breathleſs clay 
Strew flow — 1 
Nor then regret thoſe ſcenes ſo gay, 
Where thou wert faireſt of the fair ? 


— — — — 
s O N G. 


TO CYNTHIA, 


HERE is one dark and ſullen hour, 
Which fate decrees our lives ſhould know ; 
Elie we ſhoald flight th' Almighty Pow'r, 
 Wrapt in the joys we find below: 
Tis paſt, dear Cynthia! now let frowns be gone, 
A long, long 2 I have done, 
For crimes, alas! to me unknowa. 


In each ſoft hour of filent night, - 
Your image in my dream appears; 
I graſp the ſoul of my delight, 
Slumber in joys, but wake in tears : 
Ah! faithleſs, charming Saint, what will you do? 
Let me not think I am by you 
| Lov'd leſs, for hęing true. 


SONG. 
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$ O N G. 
FLAVIA, 


By W. Shenflone, Ex. 


ERHAPS it is not love, faid I, 

That melts my foul when Flavia's nigh : 
Where wit and ſenſe like her's agree, 

One may be pleas'd and yet be free. 


The beauties of her poliſh'd mind, 
It needs no lover's eye to find; 
The hermit freezing in his cell, 
Might wiſh the gentle Flavia well. 


It is not love —averſe to bear 


The ſervile chain that lovers wear; 


Let, let me all my tears remove, 
My doubts difpel—:t is not love. 


Oh! when did wit fo brightly ſhine, 


In any form leſs fair than thine ? 


It is—it is love s ſubtle fire, 
And under friendſhip lurks deſire. 


_ — —————— Mn — 


S O N G. 
TO REMEMBRANCE. 


SOFT Remembrance! airy fprite ! 
Thou ſecond life of bliſs and pain : 


Exquiſite ſenſe of keen delight, 


ho giv'ſt our feeli ack agua, 
Vho giv'ſt our feelings agua — 


9 2 — 
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How bright thy downy flumbers are! 
| Where love with tender fancy beams : 
The ſweeteſt notes, which fleet in air, 
Awake at once thy fairy dreams. 


But Hope, too long deluded, joins 

| D form; 
Nor copies, from thy fainter lines, 
The ſcenes her ſtrong ideas warm. 


% 


SO IN. i 
BEAUTY DEFIN'D. 
IS not the liquid brightneſs of thoſe eyes, 
That fwim with pleaſure and delights 


Nor thoſe fair heav*nly arches which 
O'er each of them to ſhade their light: 


Tis not that hair which plays wich ev'ry wind, 


And loves to wanton round thy face ; 
Now ſtray ing o'er thy forehead, now behind 
Retiring with inſidious grace. 


Tis not that lovely range of teeth, as white 
As new-ſhorn ſheep, equal and fair; 

Nor e en that 2 

With which no ſmile could e' er compare: 

Tis not that chin fo round, that neck ſo fine, 
Thoſe breaſts that ſwell to meet my love ; 


That eaſy ſloping waiſt, that form divine, 
Nor aught below, nor aught above. 


ile, the heart's delight, 
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Tis not the living colours over each, 
By Nature's fineſt pencil wrought, 

To ſhame the freſh- blou n role, and blooming peach, 
And mock tie nappieſt painter's thought: 

But tis that gentle mind, that dent love, 
So kindly anſwering my deſire; 

That grace with which you look, and ſpeak, and 

move, 


That thus have ſet my foul on fire, 


— — — 
S ON . 


_ CHARMS OF DEL IA. 


By Dr. Smollet. - 


DIEU, ye ſtreams, that ſmoothly flow, 
A Ye vernal airs, that foftly blow; * 
lains, by blooming Spring : array'd, 
Ye birds, that warble through the ſhade. 


Unhurt from you my ſoul could fly, 

Nor drop one tear, nor heave one figh ; 
But, forc'd from Delia's charms to part. 
All joys deſerts my drooping heart. . 
O! fairer than the dewy morn, ng 
When flow'rs the verdant fields adorn ; N __ 


Unſullied as the ial ray, 
That warms the — breeze of May. 


1 
* 
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Thy charms divinely bright appear, 
And add new folendour to the year ; 
Improve the day with freſh delight, 
And gild with joy the dreary night. 
HYMEN. 
By M. P. Andrews, EH 


IS yours to poſſeſs, if you practiſe no harm, 

In the Rs of Joy, life's moſt exquiſite 
What no wealth can procure, what no pow'r can 
remove, 


That pureſt of paſſions, the virgin's firſt love. 


How ſweet, in the candour of youth, to impart 
The earlieſt im that fixes the heart 
Which fondly betrays, while it ſtrives to reprove 
The glance, and the ſigh, and the whiſper of love. 


Ol cheriſh that bliſs, which ſo rarely is found, 
Be your vows with the wreath of fidelity crown d; 
Then bleſt in the wife, new endearments you'll, 


prove, : | 
To equal the charms of the virgin's firſt love. 


( 292 ) 
Ss O N G. 


IN A SHADY VALLEY, NEAR A RUNNING 
SPRING. 


RETIAESMENT, 


By V. Shexftone, By. 


LET me haunt this peaceſul ſhade, 
Nor let ambition e'er invade 

The tenants of this leafy bow'r, 

That ſhun her paths, and flight her pow'r. 

Hither the plaiative halcyon flies, 

1 — and open ſxies; 

Pleas'd, by this rill, her courſe to ſteer, 

And hide her ſapphire plumage here. 


crimſon tains, 
domains : 
Forſakes the ſun's unwelcome gleam, 
To lurk within this humble ftream. 
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2 a THE ROSE-BUD. 


By W. Shenſtone, Eſq. 


EE, Flavia, ſee that budding roſe, 
2 bright beneath the buſh it glows; 
. *therd it turk3-conceaPd, 

'Y How — ly blaſted, when reveal'd ! 


The Sun with warm attractive rays, 1 
| . Tempts it to wanton in the blaze; , 
if A blaſt deſcends from eaſtern ſkies, 

And all its bluſhing radiance dies. - 


, my fake; you! charms diyine, PROP © 
2 ck the fond defire to ſhine, a bs 

| Where fame”s tranſporting rays allure, 

= While here more happy, more ſecure. 


The breath of ſome neglected maid _ 

Shall make you ſigh you left the — 

A breath to — 5 's bloom — | 

As, to the roſe, an eaſtern wind. | yr 


The nymph reply'd, *You firſt, my ſwain, 
Confine your ſonnets to the pla; 
One envious tongue alike difarms, 


You, of your wit,—me of my charms. 


What is, unheard, the tuneful thrill ? 
Or what, unknown, che poet's ſkill ? 
What, unadmur'd, a charming mien, 
Dr what the role's bluſb, * | 


2 
—— 4 A. A „[ 


ol 0 


SNG. 
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s O N G. 
THE REQUEST. 


NDULGENT Pow'rs, if ever 
You mark a tender vow, 
Oh, bend in kind compaſhon, 
And hear a lover now. 


For titles, wealth, and honour, 
While others crowd your ſhrine, 
I aſk this only bleſſing, 
Let her I love be mine. 


——— 
s ON G. 
. ATLAS HAPPINESS, 


Sung by Mr. Arrowfmith, 


APV, thrice happy, harmleſs ſwain, 
Tenant of the peaceful plain ; 
Far from bus'neſs, noiſe and ftrife, 
Bleſt with ev'ry ſweet of life, 
| Bleſt with, &c. 
Tenant of, &c. 
Far from all the toil of ſtate, 


All 3 of the great; 
ar from, &c. 
Dancing blithe his nymph he leads, 
Oieer the carpets of the meads. : 
Dancing, &c. 


R 


While his 2 oy . 
e his n rs pipe or 
n 
Healthy joy from l. 

y Joy © with of tinge. | 


Healy Joy, the wiſh of 
Joy, &c. 


S © NG. 


| 


THE FROLICKSOME FELLOW 
Sang by Mr. Edwin, in Fontainbleas, 


N London my life is a ring of delight, 

In frolicks I keep up the day and the night; 

at the hummums till twelve, perhaps later, 

I rattle the bell and I rear up the waiter : 

Your honor, ſays he, and he tips me a leg, 

He brings me my tea but I ſwallow an egg; 

For tea in a morning's a flop I renounce, 

So I down with a glaſs of the right Cherry-bounce, 

With — — tearing, . — ſlaſhing, 
macking, cracking, rum tum- 

bling, — quaffing, ſmoaking, joaking, 


ſwaggering, ſtaggering ; 
So thoughtleſs, 1  Lnoving, @ green and mellow, 
This, this is the life of a fellow. . 


My pheton 1 mount, and the plebs they all tare, 
thandle my reins, and my elbows I fquare;z -- 


My ponies fo plump and as white as a lily, 


IThro' Pall-Mall ! — tg and up Piexadilly: | rin | 
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Till lefing a wheel, ega d down I come ſmack, © * 
So at Knightſbridge I throw myſelf into a hack : 
At Tatterſal's fling a leg over my nag, | 
Thas vite for Suche; th Grin x Bas | 
N With fecearing, Oe. 
N 1 I 
I roll round 7 and call at the Roſe, - 
And-then at Play-houſes in my noſe ; | 
I lounge in the Lobby, „ ſwear, fide, and 
* —4pk 8 | 
Talk loud, take my money, and out again | 
I meet at the Shakeſpear a good natur'd ſoul, 
Then down to our club at St. James's I roll; _, 
The joys of the night are a thouſand at play, 
And thus at the finiſh begin the next day, 


With feorarirg, 
S. O N G. 
" LASS OF KENSWORTH DALE. 
"gy Sung by Mr. Wilſex. 
1 - . | 1 4 
g- . down the cowſlip dale I ſtray'd, 
Twas on a ſummer's morning; 
lows | Where I beheld a charming maid, _ 
With beauteous looks adorning : W 
4 No blooming daiſies half ſo fair, 1 
re, Or lil of the vale ; 170 | 83 
ou Can with my charming maid compare, 
A raus of Kenſworth Dale. 


a 


K 2 
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Her auburn locks in ringlets flow'd, 
Sweet was her form to view ; 
2 — ev'ry charm beſtow d, 
mpearl'd with morning dew : 
Her breath is ſweet as new-mown hay, 
That ſcents the fpicey gale, 
Or flow'rs that deck the robe of May, 


Enraptur'd would I paſs my days, | 
In love and wa 4 l Fi 

Oh hear my truth, reward my lays, 
Then pleaſure ne er would ceaſe : 

Would the but deign my vows to hear, 
And crown my artleſs tale; 

MeL the ay I love ſo dear, 

Laſs of Kenſworth Dale. 


—— 
S O N G. 


TO A NIGHTINGALE., 


| melancholy bird, that all night long 
Tell' to the moon thy tale of tender « $. 


From what ſad cauſe can ſuch ſweet forrow flow, 
And whence this mournful melody of ſong ? 
Thy poet's muſing fancy would tranſlate 
What mean the ſounds that ſwell thy little breaſt 
When ſtill at dewy eve thou leav'ſt thy neſt, 
Thus to the liſtening night to ſing thy fate. 
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Pale Sorrow's victitas were thou once among, 
Tho? now releas'd in woodlands wild to rove'; 

Or haſt thou felt from friends ſome cruel wrong, 
Or dieſt thou martyr of diſaſtrous love? 

Ah! ſongftreſs ſad ! that ſuch my lot might be, 

To ſigh and ſing at liberty—-like thee; | 


—— —— ³ F — — 


S ON 8. 


TO ARDELIA. 
By George Keate, Ej7. 


ELCO ME to the new-born Year, 


Lo! it comes by Hope attended : 
Future Seaſons to appear, 
All with future pleaſures blended. 


Mark, Ardelia, mark their brow, 
With bow ſweet a ſmile they greet us! 
© may ever Time, as now, 


With fo kind an aſpect meet us! 


Doaem'd with thee my courſe to bend, 
Ev'ry path of life's inviting ; 

Thou my wife, companion, friend, 
All is ſunſhine, all delighting. 


Unregarded ſeaſons roll'd, 
Ere my choice had thee ſelected; 
Now they happineſs unfold, 
Not a moment flies neglected. 


| ( 98 J 
"Tis not fortune, tis not ſtate, 

*Tis not what the World ſo prizes, 
In the mind can bliſs create 
Far above ſuch toys it riſes. 


"Tis the joy exalted hearts 

- a * each to each a bleſſing; 
£ y all endearing arts, 

Ever full their love expreſſing. 


S © N G. 


THE INVOCATION. 
By George Kate, Eq. 


ND muſt I ever vent my ſighs in air? 
A Tho? with a true, yet fruitleſs paſſion burn? 
n ſtill lament my abſent Fair! 


And will her truant no more return ? 
Ab me ! I fear ſhe will difown the plain, 

Our humble village, and our peaceful green; 
Elſe in the noiſy town ſhe'd ne*er remain, 
When Spring invites her to the ſylvan ſcene. 


» 
* bd - 
& 7 , 
* 
| 
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She, who. was firſt to pluck the early roſe, ce. 


* P 
TY Pp * 
- * ** 
* , 4 


And twine a pln the N head ; 
0 b | 


She, whom our 


ſive virgins ever 


Their rural leader, is unkindly fled ! 
Why tarries thus my Fair, when Nature ſheds, 
Her y profuſion o'er the riſing year; 
flocks the mead its treaſure ſpreads, 
and lawns ia vernal pride appear ? 


And monk 


Perhaps ſome 
And 


iſh'd lover courts thy ſmile, 


pours his flatt' ring accents in thine ear: 
Or does ſome wealthy Lord thine heart beguile, 
And keep thee abſent from thy ſhepherd here. 


O)! let not Wealth or Flatt'ry warp thy mind: 


Their blandiſhments will ſoon deceitful prove: 
And thou their victim then too late may ſt find, 
That artleſs Truth alone is friend to Love 


Love lights his torch at Virtue's ſacred fires, 
He comes in ſweet ſimplicity array d; 

mp of lite by choice retires, 
And ſeeks the covert of its tranquil ſhade. 

No lands have I, no honours to diſplay, 
Alike to fortune, as to fame, unknown; 

I only boaſt a heart that mourns thy ſtay, 2 
A faithful heart, that beats for thee alone. 


Far from the 


The bloom of May, like thee, that's ever fair, 
The brook clear-bubbling, and the cooling breeze, 

E' en the mirth-moving bag-pi 
When thou art from + 

Ah! what avails to tread the flow'ry field, 


pe, foe to care, 


their pow'r to pleaſe. 


Or view the landſcape from the clifted ſteep + 
No objects now their wonted pleaſure yield, 


But ſeem like me to languiſh and to weep. 


K 4 


While 


4 "Rx 
* 
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Wile my compa 2 the dance, | 

And backs is jocund with his conſtant maid; 299 


I mufe on thee, bewail my own miſchance, 
And, ſullen, fit me down beneath a tree. I 
Return once more, ſweet nywph, and joy excite, 
=__ Bnght as thyſelf ſhall nature then feem dreſt; | 
= Bring back thy bluſhing graces to my ſight, 'T 
wil — my truth, and make thy ſhepherd bleſt. 


\ 


S O N. 


D E WILLING CAPTIVE. 


By Mrs. Barbauld. 


HEN gentle Celia firſt I knew, 
wW A breaft ſo good, ſo kind, fo true, 


Reaſon and taſte approv'd ; 
Pleas'd to indulge fo pure a flame, 
I call'd it by too ſoft a name, 

And fondly thought I lov'd. 


Till Chloris came ; with fad ſurpriſe, 
J felt the light'ning of her eyes 
Thro' all my ſenſes run; 
All glowing with reſiſtleſs charms, 
She fill'd my breaſt with new alarms z 3 ' 
I faw, and was uudone. 


—— e 
a * 1 
* 
* 
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O Celia! dear ppy maid, 


| Forbear the to upbraid, 


Which ought your ſcorn to mov 
1 know this beauty falſe and vain, 
1 know ſhe triumphs in my pain; 
Yet ſtill I feel I love. 


Th tle (miles no more can 0 
. en oem. » "if 


The torments I endure : 
Think what that wounded breaſt muſt feel, 
Which truth and kindneſs cannot heal, 
Nor een thy pity cure. 


Oft ſhall I curſe my iron chain, 

And wiſh again thy milder reign 
With long and vain regret: 

All that I can, to thee I give; 

And could 1 Hall to reaſon live, 


J were thy captive yet. 


But paſſion's wild, impetuous fea, 
Hurries me far from peace and thee, 
Twere vain to ſtruggle more- 
Thus the poor ſailor flamb'ring lies, 
While ſwelling tides around him riſe, 
And puſh his bark from ſhore. 


In vain he ſpreads his helpleſs arms, 

His pitying friends with foft alarms 
In vain deplore his tate : 

Still far and farther from the coaſt, 

On the high ſurge his bark is loſt, 

And found”ring yields to fate. 


XK 5 
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4 8 O N G. 
LOVE AND DESPAIR, 


O more the feſtive train I'll join, 
Adieu! ye rural ſports, adieu 
For what, alaſs! have griefs like mine 
With paſtimes or delights to du ? 
Let hearts at eaſe fach pleaſures prove; 
But I am all deſpair and love. 


Ah, well-a-day ! how chang'd am I! 

| When late I ſeiz'd the rural reed, 

f So ſoft my ſtrains, the herds hard by 
2 Stood pazing, and forgot to feed : 

| But now my ſtrains no longer move, 
They're diſcord all, deſpair and love. 


Behold around my ſtraggling ſheep, 
The faireſt once upon the lee; 
No ſwain to guide, no dog to keep, 
Unſhorn they ſtray, nor mark'd by me: 
The ſhepherds mourn to ſee'them rove, 
They aſk the eauſe, T-anſwer, love. 


Neglected love firſt taugꝑl my eyes 
With tears of anguiſh to o'erflow ; | 
"Tis that which fill'd my breaſt with ſighs, 
And run'd my pipe to notes of woe: 
Love has occaſtan®d all my ſmart, 
DBaſpers'd my floclæ, and broke my heart. 


Wc: 


t 0g J 
S ON G. 


THE 


HAPPY SHEPHERD. 
By F. J. 


IT H the fan I riſe at morn, 
Haſte my flocks into the mead z 
By the fields of as Jag corn, 
There my gentle lambkins feed: 
Ever ſportive, ever gays 
While the merry pipe 1 play. 


Lovely Mira joins the ſtrain, 
Calls the wand'rer to its mate ; 
Her ſweet voice can ſoothe each pain, 
And make the troubled heart elate: 
Ever cheerful, ever gay, 


While the merry pipe I play. 


When from Winter's ru arms, 
Zephyrs fleeting leave the grove. 
Mira cheers — * ber charms, 
For her ſong is tun'd to love 
Ever happy, ever gay, 


On the merry pipe I play. 


Tho' no ſplendor deck my cot, 
With my Fair I live content; 
May it be my happy lot, 
Still to love and ne'er repent ; 
While at dawn and ſetting day, 
On the merry pipe 1 play * 


SONG. 
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SON G. 


THE COTTAGER'S WISH. 


| HERE the light cannot pierce, in a grove of 
tall rrees, 

With my Fair-one as blooming as May, 

Undiſturb'd by all ſonnd but the figh of a breeze, 

Let me paſs the hot noon of the day. 


When the Sun, leſs intenſe, to the weſtward inclines, 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 

And ſee the rays dance, as inverted ſhe ſhines 

On the face of ſome river or lake. 


Where my Faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs, 
(For tis ſhe that muſt ſtill be my theme) 

Our ſhadows may view on the watery glaſs, 

- Whale the fiſh are at play in the ſtream. 


May the herds ceaſe to low, and the lambkins to 
—_—_ | 

When ſhe fings me ſome amorous ſtrain ; 

All be ſilent and huſh'd, unleſs echo repeat 

The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again ! 


And when we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, 
Let the Moon's filver beams through the leaves giv 
us light, 
Juſt direct us, and chequer our way. 
Let 


__ 
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Let the nightingale warble its notes in our walls,” 
As thus gently and owly we move; 
| And let no ſingle thought be expreſs'd in our alk. 
But of friendſhip waprov'd into love. Th 


Thus enchanted each day with theſe rural delights, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms, * 

Soft love and repoſe ſhall divide all eur nights, 
And each morning ſhaltriſe with new charms. 


2 „ 


PR 
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= 


8 0 N . 
* 1 8 n MT 
THE INVITATION» \ 5 
; 21 
HE noon-tide ſun the fields had tr cr. br, 
And drain'd the dew drops v 
beams; 


To crop the hetbage cattle had ſorebore, 
And ſought refreſhment from the taded dee ; 


The glening weld ccemadiwes old fone. - 
And filence exercis'd a loneſome ſway ; - 
Save where the whiſp'ring graſhoppers, unſeen, | 
Enjoy'd with ly the golden day. 


When to a fragrant myrtle grove ** 
| The fond Palemo he ſi bein! 
*| Ki:languid.limbs upon the ground he threw, 
And in theſe artleſs lays expreſs'd his pain. 


Mut 


b c 


1 
i 
q 


" While chaſte defires our ardent ſouls pervade, 


for * as 
— — 
Q Amarillis ! can a breaſt like thine 
So kind and gentle—yet fo cruel prove? 


What my coffers hide no precious ore 
Nor gilded canopies o' erhang my head ; q 
With Amaryllis I requeſt no more ; 
Yon cot my palace—and my court, this ſhade. 


But ſee, my love, to heighten-our delight, 
The ſcented ſhrubs their flow'rets fair diſplay : 
The jeſſamines, in ſparkling beauty bright, 
Pour forth freſh on the ſmi 


The myrtle alſo, and the laurel, join'd 
With ev'ry ſtitning flow'r that decks the grove, 
In curious wreathings artfully entwin'd, 
Shall form a charming garland for my love. 


And when the ruddy ſun deſcends the ſkies, 

To yield his empire to the ſtarry train: 
When ev'ning*s gale in ſofteſt murmur fig 
2 i drops of few inpeart the tradowy plain. 


Then, hand in hand, we 'H hie us to the ſhade, 


Together on the verdant bank recline: 


And thou doſt gaze—and figh, and call me thine. 


Where roams my fancy ?—Tis a dream, fond ſwain, 
For Amaryllis ſcorns thy rural ſtore : : 
She bids thee languiſh in unpitied pain, 
And never taſte the ſweets of comfort more. 


. 


THE SEDUCED FAIR. 


HE came from the hills of the Weit, 

A ſmile of contentment ſhe wore; 

Her heart was a garden of reſt, | 
But, ah! the ſweet ſeaſon is o'er. 


— ——— 


How oft, by the ſtreams of the wood, 
Delighted, ſhe'd ramble and rove! 
And, while ſhe ftood marking the flood, 

Would tune up a ſtanza-of love. 


In rural diverſion and play, - 
The Summers glide ſmoothly along; 

And her Winters briſkly away, 
Cheer'd ith a tale or a ſong. 


«ag 2 came by, 

outh of more perſon parts, 
Well &ill'd in the arts of the eye, 
The conqueſt and havock of | 


He led her by fountains and fireams, 
He woo'd her with ſonnets and books; 
He told her his tales and his dreams, 


And mark'd their effe& in her looks. © 


N " We) — 
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He taught her by midnight to roam, 
Where ſpirits and] affright ; 

For paſſions increaſe with the gloom, 
And caution expires with the light. 


At length, like a roſe from the ſpray, 

Like a lily juſt pluek'd from the . | 
She droop'd, and the faded away, 

Thrown by and * by him. 


— — — —— — 
S8 O N G. 
THE CHARMS OF A PASTORAL LIFE. 


HEN weſtern breezes fan the ſhore, 
And gently ſwell the azure wave, 
yield unto the foft'ning pow'r : 


(The Muſes — then would grieve.) 


When loud the thick'ning tempeſts fly, 
and daſh the foaming floods : 
From the rude ſcene I trembling hie, 
And plunge into the ſafer woods. 


Nor fea, nor deaPuing din, js thare 0 
The ſtormy ght does pleaſe ; 
T hear it ſounding from afar, | 
It fings and murmurs through the trees. 


A fiſherman I would not live, 
Who labours in the pathlefs deep; 
+ Whoſe cruel art is to deceive, 
Whoſe dwelling is a brittle ſhip. 
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Let me my bleating ewes attend, 
(Harmleſs myſelf, and bleſt as 
With them my morning-ſteps Pl bend, 
, With them I'll wait the cloſing day. 


No underneath a plane-tree laid, 
| Or careleſs by a lulling fiream, 
Let me enjoy the cooling ſhade, 

Or ſweetly fink into a dream. 


— — — 
| s ON G. 
ABSENCE LAMENTED. 


and ſwains, that ſweetl 
Y. s GL Nene fd Fate, CLE vr 
* 


, what happy ſpot detains, 
My Peggy, fince ſhe left the plains ? _ 


Say, in what bow'r, beneath what tree, 4 
Soft ſlumbers lull the gentle maid ; Ta 
For Love ſhall lend me wings to fly, > 

And pow'rful Fancy place me nigh. 


Alas! the bliſsful ſcene how chang d, 
Where once we both at pleaſure rang'd! 
| Not half fo fair the lily 

' Not half ſo ſweet the linnet fings. 

| 


Haſte then, my lovely Fair, once more, 

Oh! haſte to bleſs the Southern ſhore : 

And April's clouds ſhall ſmile as gay 

As all the blooming ſweets of May. 
et 
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Vet rather may the fate's deny, 
Thy beauties to my longing eye, 

If Time a cruel change has wrought, 
Or Tweed a ſweeter leſſon taught 


Bat ſhould thy faithful ſhepherd find, 

His lovely Pe Rill is kind, 

Then abſence ſhall thy charms improvey 
And I with double rapture love. 


s ON 6. 


CELIA, 


OF T invader of my ſoul, 

Love! who can thy pow controul ? 
All that haunt earth, air, and ſea, 
Own thy force and bow to thee. 


All the dear enchanting day, 
Celia ſteals my heart away ; 

All the tedious lonely night, 
Celia ſwims befare my ſight, 


All that temptingly beguiles, 
Sparkling eyes, and dimpling ſmiles; 

Ev'ry charm, and ev'ry grace, 

Shiac in Celia's beanteous face, 


Open, 


1 

Open, gen'rous, free from art, 
Vitae reigns. within her heart; 

Modeſty and truth, combin'd, 
Suit her perſon to her mind. 


y, happy were the ſwain, 

might ſuch a prize obtain! 

Other joys he need not prove, 
Bleſt enough in Celia's love. 


8 O N G. 
LOVALY JANE. 


By FJ: M. 


ORACE may his bright Lydia toaſt, 
And Petrarch of his Laura boaſt, 
And chaunt their am*rous pain; 

Could I attain their heav'nly fire, 

In notes as ſweet I'd tune the lyre 
To ſing of lovely Jane. 


| Fair Flora, when the dewy morn 
( Her flow'ry boſom doth adorn, 

[ May boaſt her ſweets in vain 
| Not een the fragrant bluſhing roſe 
Can beauties like the cheeks diſcloſe 


Of ſweetly-blooming Jane. 
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The lily in vain conteſt | 
For $ wath her ſnowy breaft, 
Which no rude paſhons ſtain; 


Happy the man who can inſpi 
That ſeat of love with ſoft — 


And win the lovely Jane! 


$S ON. 
THE RAPTURED LOVER. 


By Mrs. Barbauld. 


| N firſt tender check, 
ne morn —— 2— 
Wich mild and cheering 1 
I bow d before your infant ſrine, 


ag <3 tg mine, 
And you my darling theme. 


I faw you, in that opening morn, 

For beauty's boundleſs empire born, 

Pay And firſt confeſs'd your oy ; 
ere ts, devoid of art 

Con'd LN a heart, : 
I gave my heart away. 


9 
u 

e oe Sons NT to gaze 
I fondly bie d —— charm, 


Nor thought ſuch innocence could harm 
1 SP peace of future days. 
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| But now, deſpotic, oer the plains 
The awful noon of beauty reigns, 

And kneeling crouds adore ; 
Theſe charms ariſe too fiercely bright, 
Danger and death attend the fight, 

And I muſt hope no more. 


Thus to the riſing of day 

Their early vows the Perſians pay, 
And bleſs the ſpreading fire, 

Whoſe glowing chariot, mounting, foon 

Pours on their heads the burning noon ; 
They ſicken and expire. 


ANNA. 


LOW, blow thou Summer's breeze, 
O gently fan the trees, 
That form yon fragrant bow's ; 
Where Anna! lovelieſt maid! 
On nature's carpet laid, 
Enjoys the ev'ning hour. 


Hence, hence, ye objects foul, 
The bectle, bat, and owl, 

The hagworm, newt, and toad ; 
But fairy elves, unſeen, 
May 122 o'er the green, 
And circle hes abode. 
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Shed, ſhed thy fweeteſt beams, 
In party- colour d ſtreams, 

Thou fount of heat and light; 
No, no; withdraw thy ray, 
Her eyes diffuſe a day 
As kind, as warm, as bright. 


Breathe, breathe thy incenſe, May, 
Ye flow'rs, your homage pay 
To one more fair and ſweet ; 
Ye op'ning roſe-buds, ſhed 
Your fragrance round her head ; 
Ye lihes, kiſs her feet. 


Flow, flow thou cryſtal rill, 
With tinkling gurgles fill 

The mazes of the grove : 
And ſhould thy murm'ring ſtream 
Invite my love to dream, 

O may ſhe dream of love! 


Sing, ſing, ye feather'd choir, 
Ani melt io fond defire 

Her too obdurate breaſt ; 
Then, in that tender hour, 
Fit Real into the bow'r, 
And teach her to be bleſt. 


" $ONG. | 
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$ Oo N 8. 


TO DETLIA. 
By Lord Littleton. 


HE heavy hours are almoſt paſf, 
That part my love and me; 

My longing eyes may hope at laſt 
Their only wiſh to ſee : 

But how, my Delia, will you meet 

The man you've loſt fo long ? 

Will love in all your pulſes beat, 

And tremble on your tongue ? 


Will you in ev'ry lock declare, 
Your heart is ſtiil the ſame; 
And heal each-idly anxious care, 
Our fears in abſence frame t 
Thus, Delia, thus I paint the ſcene, 
When we ſhail ſhortly meet, 
And try what yet remains between 
Ot loit'ring ume to cheat. 


But if the dream that ſoothes my mind, 
Shall falſe and groundlefs prove; 
If I am dcom'd at length to find, 
'You bave forgot to love: 
All Jof Venus aſk is this, 
No-mpre to let us join; 


But grant me here the flatt'ring bliſs, 


To die, and think you mane, 


— — — — 


_ , —— — — re te 
l * 
*. 
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S O NG. 
THE LAMENTATION. 


By Lord Littleton. 


DIE U to the village delights, 
A Which lately my fancy enjoy'd! 
No longer the country invites, | 

To me all its pleaſures are void: 
Adieu, thou fweet health-breathing hill, 
Thou can ſt not my comfort reſtore ; 

For ever adieu, my dear ville! 
My Lucy, alaſs! is no more. 
She, ſhe was the cure of my pain. 


My bleſſing, my honour, my pride; 


She ne'er gave me cauſe to complain, 


Till that fatal day that ſhe died: 
Her eyes, that fo beautiful ſhone, 
Are cloſed for ever in ſleep; 
And mine, fince my Lucy is gone, 
Have nothing to do but to weep. 


Could my tears the bright angel reſtore, 
Like a fountain they never ſhould ceaſe ; 
But Lucy, alas! is no more, 
And Lam a ſtranger to peace: 
Let me copy, with fervour devout, 
The virtues that glow'd in her heart ; 
Then ſoon, when life's ſand is run out, 


We ſhall meet again never to gart. 


SONG, 


» 8 ls 
| 
4 
i 


CJ 
$ ON G. 


By Lord Littleton. 


AY, Myra, why is gentle love 
A ſtranger to that mind, 
Which pity and eſteem can move, 
Which can be juſt aud kind ? 


Is it, becauſe you fear to ſhare, 
The ills that love moleſt; 

The jealous doubt, the tender care, 
That rack the am rous breaſt ? 


Alas! by ſome degtee of woe, 
We ev'ry bliſs muſt gain; 

The heart can ne*er a tranſport know, 
That never feels a pain. 


. — 
$ ON G. 


LOVE THE ALL OF LIE, 


By General Burgoyne. 
HEN firſt this humble roof I knew, 


With various cares I trove ; 
grain was ſcarce, my ſheep were few, 


M 
17 all of life was love. 
*L By 
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By mutual toil our board was dreſs d, 
The ſpring our drink beſtow'd ; 
But, when her lip the brim had preſt, 
The cup with nectar flow'd, 


Content and Peace the dwelling ſhar'd, 
No other gueſts came nigh : 

In them was giv'n (tho' gold was fpar'd) 
What gold could never buy. 


No value has a ſplendid lot. 
But as the means to prove: 
That, from the caſtle to the cot, 

The all of life is love. 


. 
THE INVOCATION. 


OME, gentle god of foft repoſe, 
Come ſoothe this tortur d breaſt ; 
Shed kind oblivion o'er my woes, 
And lull my cares to reſt. 


Come, gentle god, without thy aid, 
I fink in dark deſpair ; 

O wrap me in the filent ſhade, 
For peace is only there. 


Let hoſe: in ſome propitious dream, 
Her bright iflaftons ſpread ; 

Once more let rays of comfort beam, 

Around my drooping head. 
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O quickly ſend thy kind relief, 
heſe heart- 


Let me forget myſelf, my grief, 
Andev'ry care but lov 


TO CYNTHIA, 
By Peter Pindar, E/q. 


O Thou! whoſe love - inſpiring air 


Delights, yet gives a thouſand woes 3 


My day declines in dark deſpair, 
And night has loſt her ſweet repoſe. 


Yet who, alas! like me was bleſt, 
To others ere thy charms were known ; 
When fancy told my raptur'd breaſt, 
That Cynthia ſaul'd on me alone ? 


Nymph of my ſoul, forgive my ſighs, 
Forgive the jealous fires I feel ; 

Nor blame the trembling wretch, who dics, 
When others to thy beauties kneel. 


Lol there is ev'ry winning art, 

With fortune's . to mo; 
I enly boaſt a ſimple heart, 

In leve with innocence and thee. 


L 2 


SONG. 


N 
= 
il 
4 
4 
1 
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1 
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$ ON G. 
MY HEAVY HEART, 


Sung by Miſs Bertles, at Vauxhall, 


To ſoothe my tender grief; 
our ſolemn muſic lulls my pain, 
And yields a ſhort relief, 


Be on ye winds, deſcend ſoft rain, 


O my heart, my heavy, heavy he- 
Swells as *twould burſt in twain ; 
No tongue can e er deſcribe the ſmart, 

Nor I conceal its pain. 


The Sun, which makes all narure gay, 
Torments my weary eyes 

And in dark ſhades I paſs the day, 
Where echo ſleeping hes, | 


O my heart, Ee. 


The ſtrongeſt paſſions of the mind, 
The — bliſs we know, 
Ariſes from ſucceſsful love, 

If not, the greateſt woe. 


O my beart, &c. 


2 


Our innocent paſtime each dr may ſhare, 


(ain) 
S O NG. 
HARK FORWARD, AWAY. 
dung by Meh Leary; os Facnbalt 


ARK! hark! from the woodlands, the loud 
ſwelling horn, ; 
Invites to the {ports of the chace.— 
How ruddy, how bright, and how cheerful the morn, 
How healthy, and blooming each face. 


To the grove with Diana I'] hiſten away, 


Nor looſe the delights of the mora ; 
The hounds are all out, hark! hark forward, aways 
While echo replies to the hern. 


Guy hol ſtill attends thro? 288 


'er mountain and vall 


The joys of the chace, — * e yield, 
No wiſhes beyond it we know. 4 


To the Pos oe. 


And the cenſure of envy defy 
While Cupid, ſoon follow'd by grief and deſpair, 
The bleſſing of youth would — | 
To the grove, Qc. 


L 3 SONG. 


— = 
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s O N G. 


THE $0UL's DELIGHT. 
Sung in Nina. 


HEN my ſoul's delight again, 
Viſits theſe ſad forrowing eyes, 

Spring's return ſhall bleis the plain, 
Flow'r of ſweeteſt fragrance riſe : 

"Tis he—ah, no, I'm doom'd to mourn, 

My ſoul's delight will ne'er return. 


Tune ful ſongſter's of the grove, 

Know the voice of him I love; 

Shall inſpire thy little throat, 

With a ſofter ſweeter note: 
Hark! hark! ah, no, I'm doom'd to mourn, 
My ſoul's delight will ne er return. 


Echo Stranger to repoſe, | 

Oft I tire thee with - woes ; 

See him! yet for thee he fighs, 

Echo! yes, for thee he dies: 
He ſpeaks! ah, no, I'm doom'd to mourn, 
My ſoul's delight will ne*er return. 


SONG. 


Ie ew OAS e amH aw dm... 
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S. O N G. 
FRIEND AND THE TOVER, 
Sung by Miſs Newman. 


M told by the wiſe ones a maid I fall die, 
They ſay I'm too nice but the charge 1 deny; 

1 ow but too well how the time flies along, 
That we live but few years, and fewer are young: 
But I hate to be cheated, and never will buy 
Whole ages of ſorrow for moments of joy ; 
I never will wed till a youth I can find, 
Where the Friend and the Lover are equally join'd. 


No Pedant tho' learned, or fooliſhly gay, 

Or laughing becauſe he has nothing to fay ; 

To every fair one obliging and free, 

But never be loving to any but me: 

In whoſe tender boſom my foul may confide, 

Whoſe — 7 can ſooth me, whoſe counſels can 
Such 4 I would marry, if ſuch I could fad, 
Where the Friend and * lover are equally join'd. 


From ſuch a dear "MIS as here I deſcribe, 
No danger ſhould "Py: me, nor millions ſhould | 


bribe ; 
But till this aſtoniſhing ſking creature I know, - at. 
I am fingle, and _ = till will be & : 
You may laugh, — poſe I am nicer than wiſe, 
But [11 fo, the dull top, the dall coxcomb deſpiſe; 
Nor e er will I marry 5 the youth I can find, 


Where the Friend an and the Loves aze equally join'd, 
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$ ON S. 


VARIETY. 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Robin Hood. 


ARGARETTA firſt poſſeſt, 
I remember well, my breaſt, 
With her row de dow, dow de dow, dow derrow. 


With my reſtleſs heart next play'd 
Martha, buxom floe ey'd maid, 
With her tantarara row. 


She to Katharine gave place ; 
Kate, to Betſy's am'rous face, 
With, &c. 


Mary then, and gentle Ann, 
Both to reign at once began, 
With their, &c. 


enny next, a tyrant ſhe, 


at Rebecca ſet me free, 
With my, &c. 


In a week from her I fled, 
And took Judith in her ſtead, 
With my, &c. 


She poſſeſs d a wond'rous grace, 
But ſhe wanted Suſan's face, 
With my, &. 


-” 
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lſabella's rolling eye 


Eelipſed Suſan's Na 
With her, &c. Yo 


Brown ſkinn'd Beſs I next obey'd, 
Then m_ Nanny, red-hair'd maid, 
With my, &c. 


None could bind me, I am free, 
Yet love all the fair I ſee, 
With my tantarara row. 


With my row de dow dow de dow dow derrom, 
Tantarara row. 


—— — 
S O N G. 
THE KITCHEN MEDLEY. 


Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Robin Hood. 


ENTLY burns the greenwood fire, 
Lay the veniſon down to roaſt, 
Dreſs it quickly I defire, 
In the dripping put a toaſt : 
Hark! I hear the jack go round, 
O the veniſon's nicely — 


Green geeſe, ducklings, Juicy m_ ; 
Capon, widgeon, 3 

Pies, tarts, dumplings, ings = 
Peas and beans, = — kale; 


Spices hunger to create, ; 
2 I mall eat! 
| 5 On 


O ye Gods 


b 1 
On the table dinner lies, 
See the charming white and red z 
Cut it up, the gravy flies, 

On the ſweeteſt graſs it fed : 
Hark! I hear the jack go round, 
O the veniſon's nicely brown'd! 


See they ſpread the lily cloth, 

Knives are ſharp and forks are clean ; 
Pickles criſp, and ſallads both 

Now appear fo freſh and green; 
With ſtrong beer, old ale and wine, 
O ye Gods how I ſhall dine! 


—  — ——  — 


THE COD OF THE BOW. 


Sang by Mrs. Martyr. 


HEN ruddy Aurora awakens the day, 
W And 22 dew-drops impearl the flow'rs 


ſo gay, 
Sound, ſound, my ſtout archers, ſound horns and 


With arrows ſharp pointed we 

pearing in ſplendour 10 bricht, 
IO PAN 1755 Phorbus, who leads to delight, 
All glorious in beauty he riſes to fight, | 
Tis he, boys, is God of the bow. 


—— 2 


— — 
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Sweet 


* 
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Sweet roſes we'll offer to Venus's ſhrine; 
Libations we'll pair unto Bacchus divine, 
While mirth, love, and pleafure, in junction com- 


bine, 
game 


For archers, true ſoas of the 
Bid ſorrow, adieu! in ſoft numbers we ll ang 
Love, n and beauty, ſhall make the air 


Wiſhing bay ch and ſacceſs to our country and kin 
Encreaſe to their honour and fame. " 


s Oo N G. 
THE MEDLEY oF O. 
Sang by Mr. Wilſon, in Robin Hed, 


WEIR Harry-O, 
ary I will marry-O 
ſpite of Nell, or Iſabel, - 


Pl. follow my own vagary-O. _ | 
With my rigdum ji jigdum airy- 

I. love little . =_ . tx» 

In ſpite f Nel Nell, 1 
Or Iſabel, | 


4 


Smart ſhe is and bonny-O, 


y 
And I'm ber ad O. 
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Were we'll wed 0 
Where we” — 

1 that . 

Then we'll have 
In ſpite of wind and weather-O. 


_ airy-O, 


Wich my rigdum J 
I love ile Mary 
In ſpite of Nell, 
Or l[fabel, 
I'll follow my own vagary-O. | 


S O N 0 
THE MERRY BELLS, 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Robin Had. 


| | E*LL to the bow'r of Robin Hood, 
= This is the wedting day; 
And merrily in blithe Sherwood, 
Brideſmaids and brideſmen play: 
Then follow me my bonny laſs, 
And we'll the paſtimes ſee ; 
For the minſtrelle fing, 
And the ſweet bells ring, 
And they feaſt right merrily, merrily. 
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The humming beer flows round in bein. 
With EP that's ſtout and old; 
And am'rous virgins tell love tales, 
To thaw the heart that's cold. 
Then follow, &c. 


There dancing ſprightly on the green, 
Each light for . — * laſs; 
Sly ſtealing kiſſes when unſeen, 
And jingling glaſs with glaſs. 
Then follow, &. 


»2' 


———— —.a 
S ON G. 
THE uur TINKER. 


Sung by Mr. Edwin, is Robin Hand. 


MEND pottles and 


pans, 

Hoop juggs, patch kettles and pans, 
And — country trudge it ; 

I fing without meaſure, 


Nor fear loſs of treaſure, 
And carry 1 


leav'd buſhes 
k it, N 

6 Caper and jerk it, - 
We Singing as blithe-as thruſhes. 


Here under the green 
Oh how we'll fir 


Pr plagued N 3 

m not with a wife 

Live free from conteſt and ſtriſe, . 
Blow high, blow low, Ratekin never minds it t 
I eat when I'm hungry, 

Drink when I'm dry, 

Join pleaſure wherever I find it. 


Here under the green leav'd baſhes, 
Oh how we'll firk it, 

Caper and jerk it, 

Singing as blithe as thruſkes. 


SS QF. 6. 


THE MAD MEDLEY. 


Snng by Mr. Quick, in Sherwood Foreſt, 


HE laſſes are mad, the archers are mad, 
For nimbly footing the d, fir, 

In merry Sherwood no ſoul all be ad, 

While harps with melody found, fir. 

In merry, &c. 


We'll tipp!e till mad, then madly fing 
Madrigals, catches, and glees, fir; 
Chaunt out hike mad till the welkin ring, 


We 


I — 
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We fight like mad, when we fall on our foes, 
Shoot arrows wing'd like the wind, fir ; 
The fat fallow deer can't eſcape our bows, 

Nor in ſwiftneſs ſafety find, fir, 


Then madly we'll ſing, and madly we'll dance, 
And madly all roar out, fir; 

And madly make our enemies prance, 
If mad to try a bout, fir. 


Brave Scarlet is mad, ſtout Allen is mad, 
And John's as mad as the beſt, fir ; 

Maidens run mad, our hearts are glad, 
Stark mad ſhall be every gueſt, ſir. 


— —— 


HAPPY TIN EEX. 


Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Sherwoed Fare, 


ON” T ſhill-I ſhall-I, 
Nor with love rally, 
Wilt be my wife? 
If thou'rt but willing. 
wn thee each mille 
1 and rattli 
And ng babes prat ing, 
Like mamma pretty, 
. daddy 
1 light as — 42 
el] trip together, 
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My heart ſo jolly, 
From melancholy 

Is always free. 

Sweet recreation, 
Without vexation, 

I'll find for thee ; 
Coats, caps, and fine kertles, 
With pokes and myrtles, 

And gowns ſo gay, 

At wakes you'll foot it, 
Skip, rcel, and cut it, 
— queen of May, 


Then make me happy, 
With ftingo nappy, 
I'll cheer your mind. 
Alas with gazing, 
My poor heart's blazing ; 
Your haud—be kind, 
I'm burning to cinder; 
My wiſhes like tinder, 
The ſpark of your eyes— 
Now kindles fire in ; 
O with defiring, 
Your true-love dies. 


s Oo & 8. 
MEDLEY OF LOVERS. 
Sung in Sherwood Fore 


HEN the men a courting came, 


Of their fool'ries 1 made game, 
Rallied with my tittle tattle. 


Flatt'ring with their prittle prattle; 


Coeoing 
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Cooing to me, 
Wooing to me, 
Teazing of me, 
Pleaſing of me, 
Offerin 
Each filly elf, 

Came cooing, wooing, and bowing to me. 


The divine, with looks demure, 
Talk'd of tythes and eating plenty; 
Shew'd the profits of his cure, he 1 
And vow d to treat me with each dainty. | 
Cooing 40 mt, Tea. 


TT 
: w# 


The learned ſerjeant of the law, 
Shew?d his parchments, briefs, and papers; 
ED: | 
ifmife'd him in | : 
: Cooing to me, Sts 


Phyfic now diſplays his wealth, 
With his ms, but the fact is, 
I refolv'd to keep my health, 
Nor die a martyr to his practice. 
Caoiag to me, S. 


But at laſt a ſwain bow) d low, 
Candid, handſome, tall and clever, 

Squeez'd my hand—I can't tell how, 
But he won my heart for ever. 


I nt all other wooers from me. 


141 
s O M G. 


THE BOW OF CONQUEST. 


Sang by Met. Martyr, in Sherwood Foreft. 


* trump of ſame your name has breath'd, 
e is ſounded far and near; 

Stout hands ] » With laurel wreath'd, 

Has reach d each dame and damſel's ear; 
Bt tis not you—bold Robin Hood, 

I come to ſeek with bended bow ; 
That man of might, 1 
I fain would fight, 


And conquer with my—Ok, oh, ob! - 


Through froſt and ſnow, 
Tho” cold winds blow, 
I never fail, 
In rain ar hail, 
Tho? thunder's roll, 
From pole to 
Do cnquer with my—Oh, oh, ahl 


Wich bended bow, 
The back or doe, 
I never fail, 
Thro' rain or hail, 
Tho thunders roll, 
From pole to pole, 
To conquer with my Oh, ch, oh 
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$'O NG. 


THE CONFESSION. 


EJECTED as true converts die, 


But yet with fervent thoughts inflam'd z 
So, faireſt! at your feet ] lie, | 
Of all my ſex's faults aſham'd. 


Too „ alas! have I defy'd, 

The of Love's almighty flame ;3 . 
And often did aloud deride, 

His godhead as an empty name. 


r confeſs 
crime, may your ſcorn produce, 
Allow me now to make it leſs, 

By any juſt and fair excuſe. 


I then did vulgar j purſue, 
ignorant ve you, 
How could I chuſe but do amiſs ? 


If _ no my wand'ring eyes 
out temptation, as before 3 
If once 1 look, but to deſpiſe 


Their charms, and value yours the more. 


May. ſad re morſe and guilty ſhame, 
Revenge your wrongs on faithleſs me; 
And, what I tremble een to name, 
May I loſe all, in loſeing thee! 
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SONG, 
By Dr. Smollet. 
a are all my flatt'ring dreams of 
joy, 

Monimia give my ſoul her wonted reſt; 
Since firſt thy beauty fix'd my roving eye, 

Heart-gnawing cares corrode my penive breaſt. 
Let lovers fly where pleaſures call, 

With feſtive ſong beguile the fleeting hour ; 


Lead beauty thro* the mazes of the ball, 
Or preſs her wanton in her roſeat bow'r. 


Where ſhepherds pipe, and virgins 
Nor wander thro* the woodbine's fragrant ſhade, 
To hear the muſic af the grove reſound. 


For me, no more I'll range th' — mead, 
ce around: 


P'll ſeek ſome lonely church, or dreary hall, | 
Where fancy paints the glimm'ring taper blue; 

Where gamps hang mould'ring on the ivy wall, 
And ſheeted ghoſts drink up the midnight dew. 


There, leagu'd with hopeleſs anguith and deſpair, 
A while in filence oer my fate repine; 
Then, with a long farewel to love and care, 
To kindred dul my weary limbs conſign. 


Wilt thou, Monimia, ſhed a ious tear, 

On the cold grave, where all my ſorrows reſt? 
Strew vernal flowers, applaud my love ſincere, 
And bid the turf lie eaſy on my breaſt ? 


& 
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By Dr. Blacklock. 


E rivers fo limpid and clear, 
Who reflect, as in cadence you flow, 
E All the beauties that vary the year, 

All the flow'rs on your margins that grow: 
How bleſt on your banks could I dwell, 

Were Meliſſa the pleaſure to ſhare, 

| And teach your ſweet echoes to tell 
With what fondneſs I Coat on the Fair! 


Ye harveſts, that wave in the breeze 
As far as the view can ex:ead ! 

Ye mountains, umbragecus with trees, 
Whote tops fo majeſtic aſcend : 

Your landſcape what joy to ſurvey, 
Were Meliſſa with me to admire ; 

Then the harveſt would glitter, how gay! 
How majeſtic the mountains aſpire. 


In penſive regret whilſt I rove, 

The fragrance of flow'rs to inhale ; 
Or watch from the paſtures and grove, 
Each muſic that floats on the gale ; 

Alas! the deluſion how vain! 
Nor odours nor harmony pleaſe 
A heart agonizing with pain, 
Which tries ev'ry poſture for eaſe. 
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If anxious to flatter my woes, 

Or the langour of abſcence to cheer, 
Her breath I would catch in the roſe, 

Or her voice in the nightingale hear. 
To cheat my deſpair of its prey, 

What object her charms can aſſume ? 
How harſh is the nightingale's lay, 

How inſipid the roſe's perfume! 


Ye zephyrs that viſit my fair, 
Ye ſun-beams around her that play, 
Does her ſympathy dwell on my care ? 
Does ſhe number the kours of my ſtay ? 
Firſt periſh ambition and wealth, 
Firſt periſh all elſe that is dear, 
Ere one figh ſhould eſcape her by ſtealth, 
Ere my abſence ſhould colt her one tear. 


When, whea ſhall her beauties once more, 
This deſolate boſom ſurpriſe ? 
Ye Fates! the bleſt moments reſtore 


When I baſk'd in the beams of her eyes; 


When, with ſweet emulation of heart, 
Our kindneſs we ſtruggled to ſhow ; 

But the more that we ſtrove to impart, 
We felt it more ardently glow. 


8-0. NG, 
By William Shake/pear, Ei. 
keep my gentle Jeſly, | 
What labour would ſeem hard? 
Each toilſome taſk how eaſy, 
Her love the ſweet reward ! 
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The bee thus uncomplaining, 
Efteeras no toil ſevere; 
The ſweet reward obtaining. 
Of honey all the year. 


S O N S. 


THE BASHFUL LOVER. 


WEET tyrant love, but hear me now, 
And cure, while young, the pleaſing ſmart 
Or rather aid my trembliag vow, 
And teach me to reveal my heart. 


Tell her, whoſe goodneſs is my bane, 
"Whoſe looks have ſmil'd my peace away; 
Ah! whiſper how ſhe gives me pain, 
While undeſigning, frank, aud gay. 


'Tis not for common charms I ſigh, 
Nor what the vulgar beauty call ; 
'Tis not a lip, a cheek, an eye, 
But *tis the foul that lights them all. 


For that I drop this tender tear, 

For that I breathe this artleſs moan ; 
Oh! whiſper love into her ear, 

And make the baſhful lover known, 
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ASPASIA, 
By Mis dikin. 


1. rolls her ſpark'ling eyes, 
And ev'ry boſom feels her pow'r : 
The Indians thus view Phcebus riſe, 

And gaze in rapture and adore: 
Quick to the ſoul the piercing ſplendours dart, 
Fire ev'ry vein, and melt the coldeft heart. 


Aſpaſia ſpeaks—the lining croud 
ank in the ſound with greedy ears; 
Mute are the giddy and the loud, 
And ſelf-admiring folly hears : 
Her wit ſecures the pn. Se of her face, 
Points ev'ry charm, and heightens ey'ry grace, 


Aſpaſia moves her well turn'd limbs 
Glide ftately with harmonious caſe; 
Now thro? the mazy dance the ſwims, 
Like a tall bark o'er ſummer ſeas : | 
Twas thus Eneas knew the queen of love, 
Majeftic moving thro* the golden grove. 


But ah! how cruel is my lot, 
Io doat on one fo heav'nly fair! 
For, in my humble ftate forgot, 
Each charm but adds to my deſpair : 
The tuneful ſwan thus faintly warbling lies, 
Looks on his mate, and whilſt he fings he dies. 
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S O N S8. 


By Mr. Thompſon, 
H ARD is the fate of him who loves, 
e 


Yet dares not tell his trembling pain, _ 
to the ſympathetic groves, - 


But to the lonely liſt' ning plain. ' 


Oh, when ſhe bleſſes next your ſhade, 
| Oh, when her footſteps next are ſeen, 
In flow'ry tracks along the mead, 
In freſher mazes o'er the green, 


Ye gentle ſpirits of the vale, 
o whom the tears of love are dear, 
From dying lilies waft a gale, 
And ſigh my ſorrows ia her ear. 


2 


: 


O, tell her what ſhe cannot blame, 
Tho” fear my tongue muſt ever bind; 
Oh, tell her, that my virtuous flame 
Is, as her ſpotleſs ſoul, refin'd. 


Not her own guardian angel eyes 
With chaſter tenderneſs his care ; 

Not purer her own wiſhes riſe, | 
Not holier her own fighs in pray'r. 


But if, at firſt, her virgin fear 
Should ſtart at love's ſuſpected name; 
With that of friendſhip ſoothe her car, 
True love and friendſhip are the ſame. 
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SPRING» 


By G. 4. Stevens. 


Gonk round, my love! how chang'd the ſcene, = 
80 late white o'erd with ſi — 
Now, zay' d in flow'r-enamell'd | 
How rich the meadows ſhew! 


The fun creative pow'r reſumes, 
And warms the breezy air; 
The burſting buds expand w_ blooms, 
While birds their neſts prepare. 


The herds and flocks on herbage feed, 
Sweet Spring renews its pride ; 

The ice-bound ftream from fetters freed, 
Now, tinkling, roll their tide. 


On leaftefs boughs, no candied fro 
In icictes appears; 

But, as in grief for winter loſt, 
Diſſolving into tears. 


Thus fordid, ſenſeleſs human kind 
But mere exiſtence prove; 

Till beauty's ſun- mine opes the mind, 
And melts the maſs to love. 


For, ſpĩte of Wealth, or Pow'rs controul, 
Or all the wiſe can ſay; 
Till woman warms che frozen ſoul, 

We are but clods of clay. 


— 
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CAN ZOR ZET. 


By W. Tackfon. 


IME has not thinn'd my towing hair, 
. Nor bent me with his iron hand; 
Ah ! why ſo ſoon the bloſſom tear, 
Ere Autumn yet the fruit demand? e 


Let me enjoy the cheerful day, 

Till many a year has o'er me roll'd ; 
Pleas'd let me trifle life away, 

And fing of love ere I grow old. 


: 


S O N G, 


REPENTANCE., 


By Leonard Macnally, E/e. 


OVE leads us to lab'rinths of woe, 
Tho? roſes ſpontaneous invite; 
Tho pleaſure ſeems prompt to beſtow, 
Each moment, jome new iprung delight: 
Should the virgin be tempted to taſte 
The truit, that io blooming appears, 
Her ſweets, by imprudence debas'd, 
All meit in contrition and tears. 
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The boſom, where purity reigns, 

The breath of detraction can't taint ; 
But ſhe, who not wholy abſtains, 

Shall utter in vain her complaint : 
Like the lily, unable to riſe, 

That's wounded, and droops to its bed ; 
Untimely ſhe withers, and dies, 


And the cypreſs ſprings over her head. 


S O N S. 
THE SKY-LARK, 
By W. Shenſtone, Ef. 


O, tuneful bird, that glad'ſt the ſkies, 
To Daphne's window ſpeed thy way, 
And there on quiv'ring pinions riſe, 
And there thy vocal art diſplay. 


And if ſhe deign thy notes to hear, 

And if ſhe praiſe thy matin ſong, 

Tell her, the ſounds that ſoothe her ear, 
To Damon's native plains beleng. 


Tell her, in livelier plumes array'd, 

The bird from India's groves may ſhine; 
But aſk the lovely partial maid, 

What are his notes compar'd to thine ? 


Then bid her treat yon witlefs beau, 
And all his flaunting race, with ſcorn ; 
And lend an ear to Damon's woe, 


Who ſings her praiſe, and ſings forlorn. 
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THE UNRELENTING FAIR, 


HEN fair Serena firſt I knew, 


Friendſhip's happy union charm'd, 


Inceſſant joys around her flew, 
And gentle ſmiles my boſom warm'd, 


But when, with fond, officious care, 
I preſs'd to breathe my am'rous pain, 
Her lips ſpoke nought but cold deſpair, 
Her eyes ſhot ice thro? ev'ry vein. 


Thus, in Italia's lovely vales, 

The Sun his genial vigour yields : 
Reviving heat each ſenſe regales, 

And plenty crowns the ſmiling fields. 


When nearer we ap h his ray, 
High on the Alps? tremendous brow ; 

Surpris'd we ſee pale ſun-beams play, 
On everlaſting hills of ſnow. 


— ä——— — 
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THE DESERTED FAIR, 
By Mr. E. Moore. 


HEN Damon languiſh'd at my feet, 
And I believ'd him true, 


The moments of delight how ſweet! 
But, ah! bow ſwift they flew ! 
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The ſunny hill, the flow'ry vale, 
The garden, and the grove, 
Have echo'd to his ardent tale, 
And vows of endleſs love. 


The conqueſt gain'd, he left his prize; 
He left her to complain, 

To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 
And meaſure time by pain: 

But Heav'n will take the mourner's part, 

In pity to deſpair ; 

And the laſt ſigh, that rends the heart, 
Shall waft the ſpirit there. 


$ © BN. . 


SEALS OF LOVE, 


By William Shakeſpear. 


AKE, Ol take the ſe lips away, 
That fo ſweetly were torſworn; 
And thoſe eyes, the break of day, 

Lights that do miſlead the morn: 

But my kiſſes bring again, | 

Seals of love, but ſeal'd in vain. 


Hide, O! hide thoſe hills of ſnow, 
Which thy frozen boſom bears ; 
On whoſe tops the pinks that grow 
Are of thoſe that April wears : 
But firſt ſet my poor heart free, 
Bound in thoſe icy chains by thee. 
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UNIVERSAL LOVE, 
By Mr. O' Keefe. 


EARCH ali the wide creation round, 
Or earth, or air, or deep profound, 
To ſome great univerſal end, 
| Power, ſenſe, inſtinct, reaſon tend: 
| Tis love, ſweet univerſal love 


| Why Phcebus ſmile upon the morn, 
| Way lend a ray to Dina's hora ? 
Why flow'rs perfume the breath of ſpring ? 
Or why do birds on hawthoras fing ? 
"Tis love, tweet univerſal love! 


With honour join'd, oh! form'd to bleſs, 
Thy power let ev'ry heart coufeſs ; 
If ſenſe and reaſon but remove 


The bandage from the eyes of love, 
Ot love, ſweet univerſal lave! 


CC ————— ——— — 
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THE SUPPLICATION, 


A TSS, ſpirits, guard my love, 


In time of danger near him bide ; 
ich outipread wings around him move, 
And turn each random ball aſide, 
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And you, his foes, tho' hearts of ſteel, 
Oh, may you then with me accord ; 

A ſympathetic paſſion feel, 


Behold his face, and drop the ſword. 


Ye winds, your bluſt'cing' fury leave; 
Like airs that o'er the garden ſweep, 

Breathe foft in ſighs, and gently heave 
The calm, ſmooth 'boſom of the deep. 


Till, halcyon peace return'd once more, | 
From blaſts ſecure, and hoſtile harms, 
My failor views his native ſhore, 
And harbours ſafe in theſe fond arms. 


© — —O OOO SI nao | 
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DELIA. 1 


Y Delia was all my delight, | 
But ſhe ſhuns me, and why do I ſigh? 
Sbe flies like a fawn from my ſight, 
Yet I follow, and cannot tell Why. 


The beauties of Delia's mind, N 
Ah! ſhepherds, you cannot compare; 

But the faireſt of features combin'd, | 
And I lov'd her becauſe ſhe was fair. 


They 
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ſay that a wealthier ſwain, 
That Palemon has charm'd her away ; 
Palemon's the pride of the plain, 
Or I could not believe what they ſay. 


Why did not the Graces attire, 

The little loves lend me their aid? 
Or why was I doom'd to admire 

So lovely, ſo graceful a maid ? 


nnn. — 
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HOPELESS LOV. 


HINK not, my love, when ſecret grief 
Preys on my fadden'd heart, 
Think not I wiſh a mean relief, 
Or would from forrow part. 


Dearly I prize the ſighs ſincere, 
That my true fondneſs prove ; 
Nor could 1 bear to check the tear, 
That flows from hopeleſs love. 


Alas! tho' doom'd to hope in vain, 
The joys that love requite, 

Yet will I cheriſh all its pain, 
With ſad, but ſweet delight. 


This treaſar'd grief, this lov'd deſpair, 
My lot will ever be: 

But, deareſt, may the pangs I bear 
Be never felt by thee. 
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MAY, THE MOTHER OF LOVE, | 


By Mr. Cunningham. 


HE virgin, when ſoften'd by May, 
Attends to the villager's vows ; 
e birds fondly bill on the ſpray, | 
And poplars embrace with their boughs : | 
On Ida bright Venus may reign, | 
Adorꝰ d for her beauty above ; | 
We ſhepherds, that dwell on the plain, | 
Hail May, as the mother of love. | 


From the Weſt as it wantonly blows, | 
Fond Zephyr careſſes the vine; 
The bee ſteals a kiſs from the roſe, 
And willows and woodbines entwine: 
The pinks by the rivulet's fide, 
That border the 'vernal alcove, 
Bend downward, and kiſs the ſoft tide, | 


For May is the mother of love. 


May tinges the butterfly's wing, 
He flutters in bridal array ; 
If the larks and the linnets now ſing, 
Their muſic is taught them by May: 
The ftock-dove, recluſe with her mate, 
Conceals her fond bliſs in the grove ; | 
And, murmuring, ſeems to repeat, | | 
That May is the mother of love. | 


- 
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The goddeſs will viſit you ſoon, 
Ye virgins, be ſportzve and gay; 
Get your pipes, oh! ye ſhepherds, in tune, 
For muſic muſt welcome the May : 
Would Damon have Phillis prove kind, 
And all his keen anguiſh remove, 
Let him tell her ſoft tales, and he'll find, 
That May is the mother of love. 


————— — —U—̃ 
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TO DELIA» 
By Peter Pindar, Ei. 


AY, lonely maid, with downcalſt eye, 
O Delia, ſay, with check ſo pale, 
What gives thy heart the lengthen'd ſigh, 
That tells the world a mournful tale? 


Thy tears, that thus each other chaſe, 
Beſpeak a boſom ſwell'd with woe ; 

Thy ſighs, à ſtorm, that wrecks thy peace, 
Which ſouls like thine ſhould never know. 


© tell me, doth ſome favour'd youth, 
With virtue tir'd, thy beauty flight ; 

And leave thoſe thrones of love and truth, 
That lip and boſom of delight ? 


Perhaps, to nymphs of other ſhades 

He feigns the ſoft, impaſſion'd tear; 
Wich ſongs their caſy faith invades, 
That, treachrous, won thy witleſs ear. 


M 6 Let 


( 232] 
Let not thoſe maids thy en vy move, 
For whom his heart may ſeem to pine: 
That heart can ne*er be bleſt with love, 
Whoſe guilt could force a pang from thine. 


___————>—————— —— — . 
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COLIN AND PHILLIS., 


OW wretched the maiden who loves, 
A ſhepherd unworthy her care! 
From fair-one to fair-one who roves, 


And whoſe promiſe is lighter than air, 


Such the forrows which poor Phillis knew, 
Who Colin too raſhly believ'd : 

His aim was to triumph o'er you, 
Ah! Phillis, unkindly deceiv'd. 


Beneath the dark cypreſs ſhe lay, 
And ſigh'd her complaint to the wind; 
<< That her Colin had wander'd away, 
And left her deſpairing behind.“ 


All cold, and ftretch*d ont in the ſhade, 
By the virgins pale Phillis was found, 

And a ſcroll on her boſom was laid, 
Declaring that love gave the wound. 


The ſhepherds Rill ſpeak of her truth, 

As they point out her grave with a ſigh: 
And upbraid thy inconſtancy, youth! 

Who could ſuffer ſuch beauty to die. 
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FID ELS. 
Zy Collins. 


O fair Fidele's graſſy tomb, 
Soft maids and village-hinds ſhall bring 
Each op'ning ſweet of earlieſt bloom, 
And rifle all the breathing ſpring. 


No wailing ghoſt ſhall dare appear, 
To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove; 
But ſhepherd-lads aſſemble here, | 
And melting virgins own their love. 


No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 
No goblins lead their nightly crew; 

But female fays ſhall haunt the green, 
And dreſs thy grave with pearly dew. 


The red- breaſt oft, at ev'ning hours, 
Shall kindly lend his little aid; | 
With hoary moſs, and gather'd flow'rs, 
To deck the ground where thou art laid. 


When howling winds and beating rain 
In tempeſts, ſhake the ſylvan cell; 
Or midſt the chace upon the plain, 
The tender thought on thee ſhall dwell. 


Each lovely ſcene ſhall thee reſtore, 
For thee the tear be duly ſhed ; 

Belov'd till life could charm no more, 
And moura till pity's felf be dead. 


An eaſy 
A face like lovely Hebe's fair: 

A pair of eyes that wound at fight, 
And foil the di*monds piercing light. 
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MYRTILLA'S INVITATION. 


HO'LL bay a heart? Myrtilla cries, 


And throws around her ſpark'ling eyes; 


„a graceful air, 


Come hither ye that long to prove 
The ſoul-enchanting joys of love: 
Quickly, quickly come, for he 
Buys, that bids the moſt for me. 


But let no ſordid wretch preſume, 
With even Creſus? wealth to come; 
Nor vainly hope, for gems or gold, - 
Such charms as theſe can e' er be ſold: 
So vile a change I ſcorn'd to make, 
For love's the only coin I take. 


——— —— — - 
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PHE DESTROYERs- 


By Mr. O' Keefe. 


OW can man fuch pleaſure find, 
Hf Still in trying each endeavour, 


Thus to win the virgin's favour, 


Softly fteal into ber mind, 


And deſtroy her peace for ever; 
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Wich her heart, 
To depart, 

Leaving only grief behind? 


f Thus the boy, a linnet caging, 
her ſweet and warbling f 
Now her ſweet and w V 
Soon neglected, 7 
All rejected ; 
Poor thing! ſhe may her ſong give o'er, 
Her ſweeteſt notes can charm no more.. 


— — HUiĩ. 


S O N. 
THE RESOLUTION. 


By Dr. Parnell. 


days have been fo wond”rous free 
The little birds that fly, 
ith careleſs eaſe, from tree to tree, 
Were ſcarce ſo bleſt as I: 
Aſk gliding waters, if a tear 
of mine increas*d the ftream ? 
Or aſk the por — if e'er 
I lent a ſigh to them? 


But now my former days retire, 
And I'm by beauty caught; 

The tender chains of ſoft Kare 
Are fix*'d upon my thought: 

And eager hope within my breaſt 
Does ev'ry doubt controul ; 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſs'd 
The fav'rite of my foul. 


Ye 
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Ye mphtingales, ye twiſting pines, 
1 that * — 3 
Ye 5 gas echoes, breezy winds, 
e cloſe retreats of love: 
With all of nature, all of art, 
Aſliſt the dear deſign, 


And make a young unpraQtis'd heart 


To be for ever mine. 


The very thought of change J hate, 
As much as of deſpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Unleſs it were for her: 

Tis true, the paſſion in my mind 
Is mix d with ſoft diftreſs, 

Vet, while the fair I love is kind, 
J cannot wiſh it leſs. 


But if ſhe treats me with diſdain, 
Or lights my well-meant love; 
Or looks with pleaſure on my pain, 

A pain ſhe won't remove: 
Farewel ye birds, and lonely pines, 
Adieu to tears and fighs ; 
I'll leave my paſſion to the winds ; 
Love unreturn'd ſoon dies. 


% 
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KATE OF ABERDEEN, 
By Mr. Cunningham. 


HE ſilver moon's enamour'd beam 
Steals ſoftly thro' the night, 
To wanton in the winding ſtream, 
And kiſs reflected light: 
To courts be gone, heart-foothing ſleep, 
Where you've fo ſeldom been; 
Whilſt I my wakeful vigil keep 
With Kate of 


The nymphs and ſwains expectant wait, 
In primroſe chaplets gay, 

Till morn unbars her golden gate, 
And gives the promis'd May: 

The nymphs and ſwains ſhall all declare 
The promis'd May, when ſeen, 

Not half fo fragrant, half ſo fair, 
As Kate of Aberdeen. 


I'll tune my pipe to playful notes, 
And rouze yon nodding grove, 

Till new wak'd birds diſtend their throats, 
And hail the maid I love: 

At her approach the lark miſtakes, 
And quits the new-drets'd green; 

Fond bird, 'tis not the morning breaks, 
Tis Kate of Aberdeen. 
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Now, blithſome, o'er the dewy mead, 
Whele elves diſportive play, 


The feital dance young ſhepherds lead, 
Or fing their love-tan'd lay: 


Till May, in morning robe, draws nigh, 
And claims a virgin queen; 

The nymphs and iwains, exulting, cry, 
Here's Kate of Aberdeen. 


—— — 
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THE POWER OF LOVE. 
A. Bis er, Eg. 


ET Wiſdom boait her m. ghty power, 

L With paſſion ſt Il at ſtri fe, 

Yet love 1> jure the iov'reign flower, 
The ſweet pertume of life. 


The happy breeze that ſwells the fail, 
When quite becalm'd we lie; 

'The drop that will the heart regale, 
And ſparkle in the eye. 


'The ſun that wakes us to delight, 
And drives the ſhades away; 

The dream that cheers our dreary night, 
And makes a brighter day. 


But if, alas! it wrongly ſeize, 
The caſe is twice as bad; | 
This flow'r, ſun, drop, or dream, or breeze 
Wil drive a blockhead mad. 


- 
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DELIA., 


By Mr. Cunningham. 


Her gloſſy plumage laves ; 
ſailing down the ver tide, 
Divides tlie whiſp'ring waves: 
The filver tide, that waud'ring flows, 
Sweet to the bird muſt be ; 
But dot fo iwweet, blithe Cupid. knows, 
As Delia is to me. 


i by: gentle ſwan, with graceful pride, 
An 


A parent bird, in plaintive mood, 


On yonder fruit tree ſung; | 
And ſtill the pendent neſt ſhe view'd, 
That held her callo young: 
Tho dear to her materna! heart 
The genial brood muſt be ; 
They're not fo dear, the thouſandth part, 
As Delia is to me. 


The roſes that my brow ſurround, 
Were natives of the dale ; 
Scarce pluck'd, and in a garland bound, 
Before their hue grew pale: 
My vital blood would thus be froze, 
If luckleſs torn from thee ; 
For what the root is to the roſe 
My Delia is to me. : 
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Two doves I found like new-fall'n * 
So white the beauteous pair; 
The birds on Delia 1'11 beſtow, 
They're like her boſom fair: 
May they of our connubial love, 
A happy omen be ! 
Then fuch fond bliſs as turtles prove, 
Will Delia ſhare with me. 


—ͤ—— EEE 
3 ON 0. 
AN INVITATION INTO THE COUNTRY. 


By N . Cowper, Ey. 


HE fwallows, in their torpid ſtate, 
Com their uſeleſs wing 3 
And bees in hives as idly wait 
The call of early ſpring. 


The keeneſt froſt that binds the ſtream, 
The wildeft wind that blows, 

Are neither felt nor fear'd by them, 
Secure of their repoſe. 


But man, all-feeling and awake, 
The gloomy ſcene ſurveys ; 
_— — ills his heart muſt ach, 
pant for brighter days. 


Ol Winter, halting o'er the mead, 
Bids me and Mary mourn; 


But lovely rag peeps o'er his head, 
And whiſpers your return. 
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"Then April, with her ſiſter May, 1 
Shall chaſe him from the bow'rs; „A 
And weave freſh garlands ev'ry day, 
To crown the ſmiling hours. 


And if a tear, that ſpeaks regret 
Of happier times, appear, 

A glimpſe of joy that we have met, 
Shall ſhine, and dry the tear. 


— — —ñ— — 


1 
By Mrs. Johnſen. 


N AY, hide that tear, my faithful love, 
Such tenderneſs reſtrain ; 

One kiſs alone thy Marg'ret aſks, 
One kiſs ſhall ſoothe her pain. 


What though beneath the moon's ſoft ray, 
Along the ſtrand I] penſive fray, | 
In vain to ſeek thee there ; 
What though I caſt a wat'ry eye 
To where proud ocean meet the ſky, 
My 1oul ſhall not deſpair. 


| Fhough 
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And, 3 this rocky ſhore, 
Wich ev'ry evil fraught; 
Thy recollected vows ſhall cheer 
My heart, and dry the ſtarting tear, 
That ſprings from apprehenſive thought, 


— IRIS 
$ O NG. 
LUCY AND LOVE, 
By W. Sher flone, E/7. 


HE rifing ſun thro? all the grove 
Diffus'd a gladiome ray ; 
My Lucy ſmil'd, and talk'd ot love, 
And ev'ry thing look d gay. 


But, oh! the fatal hour was come, 
That forc'd me from my dear; 
My Lucy then thro' grief was dumb, 

Or ſpoke but by a tear. 


Now far from her and bliſs I roam, 
All nature wears a change; 

The azure ſky ſeems wrapt in gloom, 
And ev'ry place looks ſtrange. 


Thoſe flow ry fields, this verdant ſcene, 
Von larks that tow'ring fing; 

With ſad contraſt increaſe my ſpleen; 
And make me loathe the ipring. 
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My books, that wont to ſooth my mind, 
No longer now can pleaie; 

There only thoſe amutement find, 
That have a mind at caie, 


Nay, life itſelf is taſteleſs grown, 
| From Lucy whilſt I ſtray; 
Sick ot the world, I muie alone, 
And figh the live-long day. 


SON G 


THE DEATH OF ALLEN 


HE bells th mag all in the morn, 
And Allen he role full foon ; 
8 * 


0 tidings were heard for Allen to hear, 
That Mary would wed e're noon. 


Then Allen he call'd on Thomas's name, 
And Thomas came at his call ; 

© Make ready a coffin and winding ſhroud, 
For Mary ſhall fee my fall. 


When laſt we parted with brimful eye, 

Right loving ſhe made a vow; | 

But Richard has twice as many ſheep, 
And Mary forgets me now. 


Then bear me to the green-graſs bank, 
Where we did kiſs and play: 

And tell her, the rain, that made it ſo green, 
Has waſh'd my kiſſes away. 


* 
2 
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The bridegroom led the bride ſo fair, 
The prieſt he came anon; 
But Thomas he brought his dear friend's corſe, 
Or ere the wedding was doae. 


He laid him on the green-graſs bank, 
Where they did kiſs and play; 

And told her, the rain, that made it ſo green, 
Had waſh' d his kiſſes away. 


When ſhe beheld poor Allen's dead corſe, 
Her maiden bluſh was loſt; 

She faded, as tho' on April morn, 
A primroſe nipt by a froſt. | 


Then, all beneath one fatal ſtone, 
Together they buried were ; 

Falſe maidens, who break your plighted vow, 
Take heed yuu come not there. | 


. 
HAWTHORN IN THE DALE» 


By Jchn Milton. 


E T me wander not unſeen, 
By hedge-row elms, on hillocks green ; 
"There the ploughman ncar at hand, 
Whiſtles o'er the furrow'd land: 
Aud the milk-maid fingeth blithe, 
And the mower whets his ſcythe ; 
And ev'ry ſhepherd tells his tale, 
Under the hawthorn in the dale. 


SONG, 


ey 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 
By V. Shenflone, Ey. 


URVEY, my fair! that lucid ſtream, 
Adown the _— vailey ſtray ; 
Would art attempt, or fancy dream, 
To regulate its winding way? 


So pleas'd 1 view thy ſhining hair 
In looſe diſhevell'd ringlet's flow; 
Not all thy art, nor all thy care, 
Can there one ſingle grace beſtow, 


Survey again that verdant hill, 
With native plants enamel'd o'er ; 
Say, can the painter's utmoſt ſkill 
Inſtrut one flow'r to pleaſe us more. 


As vain it were with artful dye, 

To change the bloom thy cheeks diſcloſe, 
And oh! may Laura, ere ſhe try, 

With freſh vermillion paint the roſe! 


Hark, how the woodlark's tuneful throat 
Can ev'ry ſtudy'd grace excel; 
Let art conſtrain the rambling note, 


And will ſhe, Laura, pleaſe ſo well? 
N Oh, 


— — — — — ol — — wa << ww _— 
- - 
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Oh ever keep thy native eaſe, 
By no ute 4 rules conſin d! 

For Laura's voice is form'd to pleaſe, 
So Laura's words be not unkind. 


S O N . 


MIDSUMMER, 


By Dr. Jobnſen. 


Far hence diffuſe thy burning ray; 
light to diſtant worlds ſupply, 


O Phcebus down the weſtern ſky, 
* 
And wake them to the cares of Day. 


Come, gentle eve, the friend of eaſe, 
Come, Cynthia, lovely queen of night; 
Refreſh me with a cooling breeze, 

And cheer me with a lambent light. 


me, where o'er the verdant ground 


In ſhow'rs its fragrant foliage ſheds. 


Im the peaceful hour with wine, 

muſic die along the grove ; 

Around the bowl let myrtles twine, 
And ev'ry ſtrain be tun'd to love. 


er living ſpreads; 
Where the boy tray with roſes crown'd, 


Come 
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Come, Stella, queen of all my heart, 
Come, born . its vaſt defires l 
Thy looks perpet joys im , 
Thy voice . 


- Whilſt, all my wiſh, and thine complete, 
By turns we languiſh and we burn; 

Let ſighing gales our fighs repeat, 
Our murmurs—murmuring brooks return. 


Let me, when nature calls to reſt, 
And bluſhing ſkies the morn foretell, 
Sink on the down of Stella's breaſt, 
And bid the waking world farewel. 


—ů— — n.. 


6 O N 6. 


WINTER. 


By the ſame. 


O more the morn, with tepid rays, 
Uafolds the flow'rs of various hue ; 
oon 


ſpreads no more the genial blaze, 
Nor gentle eve diſtils the dew. 


The ling' ring hours prolong the night, 
Uſurping darkneſs ſhares the day ; 

Her miſts reſtrain the force of light, 
And Phœbus holds a doubtful ſway. 


N 2 
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B y twilight half reveal'd, 


ſighs we view the hoary hill ; ; 
The leafleſs wood, the naked field, 


The ſnow-topt cot, the frozen rill. 


No muſic warbles through the grove, 
No vivid colours paint the plain ; 
No more with devious ſteps I rove 
Thro' verdant paths, now ſought in vain, 


3 the driving tempeſt roars, 
Congeal'd, impetuous ſhow'rs deſcend : 
Haſte , cloſe the window, bar the doors, 
Fate leaves me Stella and a friend, 


In nature's aid, let art ſupply 
With light and heat my little ſphere ; 
Rouze, rouze the fire and pile it high, 
Light up a conſtellation here. 


Let muſic ſound the voice of joy, 


Or mirth repeat the jocund tale; 
Let love his wanton wiles emp 


And o'er the ſeaſon wine prevail. 


Yet Time life's dreary winter brings, 


When mirth's ga 1 2200s 
Nor muſic charm—tho? Stella fings, 


Nor love nor wine the fpring reſtore. 


Catch then, O catch the tranſient hour, 
Improve each moment as it flies ; 
Life's a ſhort ſummer—man a flow'r, 


He dies, alas! how ſoon he dies ! 


SONG, 


G. 
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RURAL CONTENT. 
By Mr. Mallet. 


F thoſe who live in ſhepherd's bow'r, 
I Preſs not the rich and ſtately bed; 
The new-mown hay and breathing flow'r 

A ſofter couch beneath them ſpread. 


If thoſe who fit at ſhepherd's board, 
Sooth not their taſte by wanton art; 

They take what nature's gifts afford, 
And take it with a cheerful heart. 


Ss O N G. 
THE CAPTIVE. 
| By Mrs. Johnſon. 


T dawn of day, a farmer paſs d 
Where deadly ſnares were et ; 
A =_ with piercing cries and throbs, 


as ſtrugg ling in the net. 


The flutt ring pris ner beg d his life 
*O! pity me, he ſaid; * : 


*Twould kill my harmleſs babes and wife, 


To hear that I was dead. 
N 3 
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I hurt no creature, for the whole 
Of birds will vouch for me; 


Nor have thy rich poſſeſſions ſtol'n, 
Let innocence be free. 


One grain, indeed, this fatal morn, 
I took—'twas all I did; 

To die for one poor grain of corn, 
Alas! kind Heav'n, forbid.” 


A red- breaſt, from a neighb'ring tree, 
Beheld his captive ſtate; 
Ah! ceafe thy piteous plaint,” ſaid he, 
Nor hope to ſhun your fate. 


Poor bird, be ſure thy death's decreed, 
No eloquence will do; 

For, ah! the wretch, to whom you plead, 
Is judge and jury too.” 


His conſort, then, in ſearch of food, 
Her helpleſs birds to rear; 

Was picking, by the fatal (pot, 
Where lay her tangled dear. 


With movrnful and inceſſant ſereams, 
She did for pity call; 

* Oh! ſave him, ſave him!' was her cry, 
Or take my life and all. 


For, when he's gone, who ſhall aſſiſt 
To raiſe our callow young ?? 
To hear their ſimple, ſorrowing ftrain, 
The farmer's heart was wrung. 
| Refleing 


ing 


A 


1 


Reflecting on their tender grief, 


Aad touch'd by mercy's plea ; 
With ready hands he loos d the firing, 
And ſet his pris'ner free. 


The tuneful warbler, with his mate, 
Enraptur'd, took the wing ; 

And, while ſuſpended in the air, 

A ſong of thanks did fing. 


The red-breaſt, ſeeing pity ſhewn, 
Rejoicing, took his flight; 

Nor did the farmer's feeling heart 
Experience leis delight. 


Ce eee 


$ O Ns. 


MORNING, 


By Mr. Waliwyn, 


URORA tips with gold the waving pine. 
That from yon awful cliff o'erhangs the cep; 
Her ringlets, grac'd with gems, on billows ſhine, 


Whilſt night and filence join'd to caverns creep. 


The trees, at Zephyr's call, begin to play, 


The birds, in mattins join'd, their carols fing 


The fragrant bloſſoms incenſe in the day, 
Whilſt nature's temple opens for her king. 


N 4 


The 
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The dews, with ſweets befraught, kiſs Ether's breaſt; 
The miſts the lakes—the clouds the mountains 
leave; 
As if by Fhœbus to be gaily dreſt, 
And heav'nly gifts from beauty's fount receive, 


There fleeces, now refulgent, float around, 
Adorning Heav'n's high ſteep where walks the 
ſun ; 
There cherubs fit, their rolling ipheres to ſound 
According with the bliſs of day begun. 


— — 


S O N S. 
ON MEMORY. 


By Dr. Gotd/mi:h. 


MEMORY! thou fond deceiver, 
Still importunate and vain ; 
To former joys recurring ever, 
And turning all the paſt to pain. 


Thou, like the world, th' oppreſt oppreſſing, 
Thy ſmiles increaſe the wretch's woe; 
And he who wants each other bleſſing, 
In thee muſt ever find a foe. 


SONG, 
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$S ON S. 
LOVE. 
By Mr. Pratt. 


AE Love, who bade me languiſh, 

No more let me endure ; 
Ceaſe, ceaſe at _ to languiſh, 
Thou ow'ſt thy flave a cure. 


Enough thy cruel arrows 
Have ſported with my heart ; 
Enough its faithful forrows 
Have throbb'd in ev'ry part. 


Then, God of all my anguiſh, 
This fingle boon I claim ; 
Now let me ceaſe to languiſh, 

Now ftrait ſubdue the flame. 


Or if, ſtill mark'd for bleeding, 
Thy ſlave I muſt remain; 

Oh! let the wound ſucceeding 
Some worthier lover gain. 


And love, with this complying, 
A ain let me <ndure ; 

The a keep thy victim ſighing, 
And never grant a cure. 


N 5 SONG. 
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S O N S. 


DAPHNE'S VISIT. 


By V. Shenſtone, Eg. 


E birds! for whom I rear'd the grove, 
With melting lay falute my love; 
My Daphne with your notes detain, 
Or I have rear'd my grove 1n vain. 


Ye flow'rs! be fore her fcotſteps riſe, 
Diſplay at once your brightett dyes ; 
That ſhe your op'ning charms may ſee, 
Or what were all your charms to me. 


Kind Zephyr! bruſh each fragrant flower, 
And ſhed its odours round my bower ; 

Or never more, O gentle wind, 

Shall I, from thee, refreſhment find, 


Ye ſtreams ! if e' er your banks I lov'd, 
If e'er your native ſounds improv'd, 

May each ſoft murmur ſooth my fair, 
Or, ok! 'twill deepen my deſpair. 


And thou, my grot! whoſe lonely bounds 
The melancholy pine ſurrounds, 

May Dapt.n> praiic thy peaceful glcom; 
Ot thou iha't prove her Damon's tomb. 


SONG, 
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SPRING, 


HE Spring with ſmiling face is ſeen, 
To uſher in the May; 

| The fields ail mantled o'er with green, 

þ All deck'd in flow'rets gay : 

The feather'd ſongſter's of the grove 

| All join in harmony and love. 


| The ſoaring lark that cleaves the ſkies, 
| Low builds her humble neſt ; 


The rambling boy that finds the prize, 
Is ſure ſupremely bleſt: 


And, when the parent bird is flown, 
| He haſtes and marks it for his own. 


— — —— ¶ͤ ääwä— 


8 O N G. 
By Peter Pindar, E/q. 


OOM'D by fortune's fickle ſtar, 


Dear Maid! I ſeek the dang' rous wave; 
| Condemn'd from thee to wander far, 


To love, and Delia's charms, a ſlave. 


Yet, ere thy balmy hps I leave, 
: And quit that boſom's ſnowy white, 
Oh! Nymph, my tears, my ſighs receive, 
. And grant me * my laſt delight. 
Wes 
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On each bright tear ſhall fancy dwell, 
And mem'ry each ſoft figh reſtore ; 

Thus doating on the ſweet farewel, 
Like miſer's on their golden ſtore, 


—— —ñ ᷑ ᷑ 


s O N G. 

THE COMPLAINT. 

By Peter Pindar, Ei. 

HOU told'ſt me, dear perfidious maid, 


That Cynthia's filv'ry beam ſhould fade, 
And Sol no more the world illume : 
When thou, the pride of ev'ry grove, 
* Shouldſt ceaſe to bleſs me with thy love. 


Spring boaſts her bloom, and Cynthia's rays 
Still chaſe the ſolemn ſhades of night; 
Whilſt Sol, with undiminiſh'd blaze, 
Pours on the globe his golden light : 
And yet, my trembling lips declare, 
That thou art falſe as art fair, 


But ſome will ſay, Ahl fil'y ſwain! 
How dares thy love to her aſpire; 
For whom a thouſand fizh in vain, 
And kindle with a hopeleſs fire ?? 
I own the folly ; but what breaſt 
Swells not with wiſhes to be bleſt? 


SONG, 


That Spring ſhould loſe her vary'd bloom ; 


* 
En or. 7 tat 
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TO A LADY. 


Written on the Banks of a River near ber Father's 
e Villa. 


By Lord Littleton. 


HILE theſe cloſe walls her beauties hide, 
For whoſe dear ſake forlorn I rove ; 
On the clear ftream's oppoſing fide 


The muſe ſhall wail my hapleſs love 


My love!-—-which nothing can outvie, 
Which never ſhall a period know: 
Ye breezes, tell her as ye fly, 
Ye waters bear it as ye flow. 


And tho? (by adverſe friends confin'd) 
My yielding fair I _ crave, 

O bring her murmurs, gentle wind, 
Her! image, ev'ry g wave! 


Ah no!—Ye winds, her fighs conceal, 
Nor you, ye waves, reflect her face; 
Leſt Zolus my paſſion feel, 
And Neptune ſue for her embrace. 


Small need ye ſhould her accents bear, 
Or to my view her form impart; 

Whoſe voice dwells ever on my ear, 
Whoſe image ever in my heart. 


SONG. 
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RURAL CONTENT, 


Y E, who bathe in courtly bliſs, 


Or toil in fortune's giddy ſphere, 


Do not too raſhly judge amiſs 
Of one who u es contented here, 


Nor yet diſdain the narrow bounds 

That ſkirt this garden's fimple pride; 
Nar yet deride the ſcanty mounds, 

That fence yon water's peaceful tide. 


The tenant of the ſhade forgive, 
For wand'ring at the cloſe of day; 
With joy to ſee the floyyrets live, 
Aud hear the linnet's temp'rate lay. 


And O remember, that from ſtriſe, 


From fraudful hate and frantic glee ; 


From ev'ry fault of poliſh'd life, 
Theſe ruſtic ſcenes are haply free, 


m_ Comm 


— 


19 
8 O N. 


THE IMAGINARY KISS, 


By Mr. Dedſ/ley. 
c1EN Fanny I ſaw, as ſhe tripp'd o'er the 


een, 

Fair, blooming, ſoft, artleſs, and kind; 

Fond love in her eyes, wit and ſenſe in her mien, 
And warmneſs with modeſty join'd : 

Tranſported with ſudden amazement, I ſtood 
Faſt rivetted down to the place ; 

Her delicate ſhape, eaſy motion I view'd, 
And wander'd o'er every grace. 


© Ye gods, what luxuriance of beauty, I cry, 
What raptures muſt dwell in her arms; 

On her lips I could feaſt, on her breaſt I could die; 
O, Fanny, how ſweet are thy charms ? 

Whilſt thus in idea my paſſion I fed, 
Such tranſports my ſenſes invade, 

Young Damon ſtepp'd up, with the ſubſtance he fled, 
And left me to kiſs the dear ſhade. 


— k ͤHÜg— —————— 
S O N G. 
By Mr. Dibdin. 


WEET, melancholy bird, again 
As thou art wont at ev'ry eve, 


My hopeleſs ſorrow, in ſoft ſtrain, 
Ah! echo to me, and reheve. 
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Alas! to anſwer my ſad woe, | | 

In ſympathy all nature grieves ; 
rivers ſeem with tears to flow, 


The Zephyr ſighs amidſt the leaves. 
— — 


S O N G. 
THE BI&DS, ; f 


By the ſame. | 


RIGHT gems that twinkle from afar, | 
Planets aad ev'ry leſſer ſtar; 1 


B 


Who, dartirg ach a downward ray, 
Conſole us for the loſs of day. 


! e'en Venus, who, ſo bright, 
Reflects her viſions pure and white; mM 
Inſtant begone, and quit the ſkies, | 
For, lo the moon begins to rue. 


Ye pretty warblers of the grove, 
1 ſuch artleſs tales of love; | 


The throſtle, gurgling in his throat, 
The linnet, with his filver note. 


The ſoaring lark, the whiſtling thruſh, 
The merry blackbird, goldfinch. huſh! | 
Fly, vaniſh, diſappear, take wing, - | 
The nightingale begins to ſing. | 
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s O N G, 
By Dr. Smollett. 


14 fatal ſhafts unerring move, 
I bow before thine altar, love; 
I fe 


el the (oft reſiſtleſs flame 
Glide ſwift thro? all my vital frame. 


For, while I gaze, my boſom glows, 

My blood in tides impetuous flows; 
Hope, fear, and joy, alternate roll, 

And floods of tranſport *whelm my foul, 


My flat'ring tongue attempts in vain, 
In ſoothing numbers to complain; 

My tongue ſome ſecret magic ties, 
My murmurs fink in broken ſighs. 


Condemn'd to nurſe eternal care, 
And ever drop the filent tear ; 
Unheard I mourn, unknown I tigh, 
Uafriended live, unpity'd die. 


——— — — 


S ON G. 
By Sir Charles Sedley. 


k 1 OT, Celia, that I juſter am, 
Or truer than the reſt ; 


For I would change each hour, like them, 
Were it my intereſt, 
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But I'm ſo fix'd alone to thee, 
By ev'ry thought | have; 
That, ſhould you now my heart ſet free, 
Twould be again your ſlave. 


All that in woman is ador'd, 
In thy dear felf I find; 

For the whole ſex can but afford 
The handſome and the kind. 


Not to my virtue, but thy power, 
This con is due ; 

When change itſelf can give no more, 
Tis cafy to be true. 


S O N G. 
SONNET. 


To Mr. Jackſon, Exeter. 
By Peter Pindar, E/7. 


O ſay, what minſtrel of the ſky hath 
To {well the dirge, fo muſically lorn? 


Declare, hath dove - ey d pity left her heav'n, 
And leat thy happy hand her lyre to mourn? 


giv'n 


NCHANTING Harmoniſt! the art is thine, 
Uamatch'd, to pour the ſoul-diſſolving air, 
That ſeems poor weeping virtue's hymn divine, 
Soothing the wounded boſom of deſpair. 


50 
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80 ſad, thy ſongs of hopeleſs hearts complain, 
Love, from his Cyprian iſle, prepares to fly; 
He haſtes to liſten to thy tender ſtrain, 
And learn from thee to breathe a ſweeter figh, 


——— — ſ2— 


$ ON G. 


TWEED-SIDE., 


T beauties does Flora diſcloſe, 
How ſweet are her ſmiles upon Tweed ? 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe, 
Both nature and fancy exceed : 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet — roſe, 
Nor all the gay flow'rs of the field; 
No, Tweed gliding gently thro” thoſe, 
Such beauty and pleaſure do yield. 


The warbler's are heard in the 5 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh 
The blackbird and ſweet cooing dove, 
With mufic enchant ev'ry buſh : 
Come let us go forth to the mead, 
Let us ſee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mary not tend a few ſheep? 
Do they never careleſsly ftray ? 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep : 


Tweed's f 


2 4 
= 
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Tweed's murmurs ſhould lull her to reſt, 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoft pains of my breaſt, 
Pd ſteal an ambrofial kiſs. 


No beauty with her may compare, 
Tis ſhe does the virgins excel, 
She's faireſt where thouſands are fair, 
Love's graces around her do dwell : 
Say, charmer! where do thy flocks ftray? 
Oh tell me at noon where they feed ; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks of the T'weed. 


S O N G. 


THE POWER OF LOVE, 


O plain, dear youth! theſe tell tale eyes, 


My heart your owa declare; 

But for love's ſake, let it ſuffice 

You reign triumphant there : 

Forbear your utmoſt pow'r to try, 
No further urge your ſway, 


| Prefs not for what I muſt deny, 


For fear I ſhould obey. 
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But could your arts ſucceſsful prove, 
Would vou a maid undo ? 

Whoſe greateſt failing is her love, 
An4 that her love for you: 

Say would you uſe that very pow'r, 
You rom her fondneſs claim, 

To ruin in one fatal hour, 
A lite of ſpotleſs fame? 


Ah! ceaſe, my dear. to do an ill, 
Becauſe perhaps, you may; 

But rather try your utmoſt ſkill, 
To iave me than betray : 

Be you yourſelf my virtue's guard, 
Detrend and not purſue ; | 

Since s a taſk tor me too hard 
To ftrive with love—and you. 


— — — oam—_—_—— 
. 


HODGE'S COURTSHIP, 


O courting I went to my love, 
Who's ſweeter than roſes in May, 

But whey I got to her, by * 
The devil a word could I ſay. 


I walk'd with her into the garden, 
There fully reſc ve! to woo her, 
But may I be ne er worth a farthing, 
If of love I faid any thing to her. 


But 
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But I aſk'd her which way was the wind, 

For I thought on ſome talk I muſt enter ; 
Why, Sir, (ſhe made anſwer and grinn'd) 
Have you Juſt ſent your wits for a venture? 


That I look'd like a fool, you'll allow, 
As often I have done before ; 

But meaning my courage to ſhow, 
I—look'd like a fool once more. 


I sd her hand cloſe to my breaſt, 
hen my heart was as li ht as a feather ; 
8 I ſaid, I proteſt, 
But, M > the mines fine weather, © 


— 


To an harbour I her did attend, 
She aſk'd me to fit down by her, 
But I crept to the furthermoſt end, 
For I was afraid to come nigh her. 


The devil was in me, tis plain, 

For wanting ſome thing - amuſe me; 
Inſtead of revealing my pai 

I unluckily humm'd — me. 


Next I follow'd her into the houſe, 
And vow'd, I my fortune would try; 

But there was I mute as a mouſe ; 

Oh! what a dull booby was I? 


SONG. 
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$ ON G6. 


THE REQUEST. 


HILE boundleſs ambition and turbulent 


care, 

Diſtracted poor mortals annoy, 

The pure ſatisfaction of life let me ſhare, 
And the ſweets of contentment enjoy. 


Of the banquets of luxury let me not taſte, 
Nor on want's meagre hardſhip's ſubſide ; 


But with decent apparel and wholeſome repaſt, 
Be the cravings of nature ſupply'd. 


The tranſient amuſements of life I'll deſpiſe, 
With the burdenſome grandeur of ſtate ; 


Contentment and health let me 22 geting, 
For with theſe I am happy and great. 


The fleeting ſenſations of empty delight, 
Have the ſatiating pow'r to cloy ; 

But the permanent pleaſures of virtue excite, 
And inſpire us with laudable joy. 


In theſe let me happily challenge a part, 
(While by reaſon my life let me ſquare :) 

No other enjoyment can gladden my heart, 
Or exempt me from ſadneſs and care. 
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$ ON G. 


THE CHOICE. 


Barrow art, if nature fail ; 
riſk and blooming let her be, 
She's the girl admir'd by me! 


. Sway'd by envy, ſway*d by pride, 
Which the gems of beauty hide ; 
Fair as Venus tho? ſhe be, 

She's not farm'd the girl for me. 


She whoſe voice and wit can dart 
Tranſports, thrilling thro* the heart, 
Free from pride, from envy free, 
She's the girl admir'd by me 


Who with negligence of art, 

Performs the ſprightly dancer's part, 
Young and blooming, blithe and free, 
She's the girl admir'd by me. 


Nor praQtis'd ſmile, nor borrow'd grace, 
Should lend a luftre to her face, | 
By nature let her painted be, 
She's the girl admir'd by me. 


If falſe, ſhe ne er ſhall break my reſt, 
I'll tear her from my wounded breaft ; 
And another fair as ſhe, ; 

Shall be found the girl for me, 


YMPHS I hate who, wan and pale, 


SONG, 
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STREPHON AND PHILLIS, 


Sung at Vauxhall. 


OUNG Phillis one morning a maying would 


80» . 

When ſaunt' ring among the ſweet meads too * 
fro; 

In vain did the cowſlips her fair hand invite, 

Nor daiſies nor daffodils gave her delight: —__ 

Her heart with the throbbings of paſſion did move, 

Each bird on the ſpray could have told her "twas 
love. | 


At length ſhe grew weary, and ſat by a brook, 

Where Strephon, the ſhepherd, was baiting his hook; 

Unnotic'd he ſaw her, and heard her complain, 

His heart was inflam'd to allay her ſoft pain: 

The ſwain had led many a laſs to the grove, 

And he oped rogue) thought that Phillis would 
ove, 


Howe'er, as her mind was by innocence dreſt, 
"Twas plain that fair virtue was lodg'd in her breaft; 

Her beauty was much, but her modeſty more, 

Which Strephon'perceiv'd, and began to adore; ' 

He knelt at her feet with a garland he wove, 

And Phillis conſented to make him her love. 


O SONG 
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SON 6G. 
HOPE, 


Y banks are all furniſh'd with bees, 
4 Whoſe murmur invites one to ſleep; 
My grottos 1 _ with 3 
2 are white over with ſheep: 
I DD met with a loſs, 
Such health do my mountains beſtow ; 
My fountains are border'd with moſs, 
Where the hare-bells and violets blow. 


* 


* 


I've found out a gift for my fair, 
I've found where the wood-pigeons breed; 
But, let me that plunder forbear, 
„ "She'll fay *twas a barbarous deed : 
He ne er could be true, ſhe aver'd, 
Who could rob a poor bird of its young ; 
And I lov'd her the more when I heard 
Buch tenderneis fall from her tongue, 


But where does my Phillida ftray, 
And where are her grots and her bow'rs ? 

Are the s and the vallies as gay, 
And the ſhepherds as gentle as ours ? 

The groves may perhaps be as fair, 
The face of che vallies as fine; 

The fwains may in manners compare, 

But their love is not equal to mine. 


% ” 
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$ Q NG. 


By Mrs. Cowley. 


WEET roſy ſleep, O! do not fly, 
R Bind the ſoft fillet on his eye; 
"That o'er each grace my own may rove, 
And feaſt my hopeleſs, joyleſs love. 


For, when he lifts thoſe ſhaded lids, 
His chilling glance ſuch bliſs forbids : 
Then, roſy ſleep, Ol do not fly, 

But bind thy fillet on his eye. 


= = ———————— — ſ— n. 


S O NS. 


FOR AN AMAZON. 


WAINS I ſcorn, who, nice and fair, 
Shiver at the morning air; 

Rough and hardy, bold and free, 
Be the man that's made for me. 
Slaves to faſhion, ſlaves to dreſs, 
Fops themſelves alone careſs ; 
Let them without rival be, 
They are not the men for me. 


He whoſe nervous arm can dart, 

The javelin to the tyger's heart ; 

From all ſenſe of danger free, 

He's the man that's _—_ for me, 
2 


While 
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While his ſpeed outſtrips the wind, 
Lovely waves his locks behind; 


From fantaſtic foppery free, 
He's the man that's made for me. 


Nor ſimpering ſmile, nor dimple ſleek 
Spoil his manly ſun-burnt cheek ; 

By weather let him painted be; 

He's the man that's made for me. 


If falſe he prove, my javelin can 
Revenge the perjury of man ; 
And ſoon another brave as he, 
Shall be found the man for me. 


— — OO U—U—h˙ 


S8 O NG. 


| THE INCONSTANT, 


4 O fix her—"twere a taſk as vain 
| To count the April drops of rain ; 
To ſow in Afric's barren foil, 
Or tempeſts hold within a tile. 


I know it, friend, ſhe's light as air, 
Falſe as the fowler's artful ſnare; 
Inconſtant as the paſſing wind, 

As winter's dreary froſt unkind. 


She's ſuch a miſer too in love, 

Its joys ſhe'll neither ſhare nor prove, 
Though hundreds of gallants await, 
From her victorious eyes their fate. 


Bluſhing 


8 
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Bluſhing at ſuch inglorious reign 

1 ſometimes ſtrive to break her chain; 
My reaſon ſummon to my aid, 
Reſolv'd no more to be betray'd. 


Ah! friend, tis but a ſhort hiv'd trance, 
Diſpell'd by one enchanting glance, 
Se need but look and I conteis, 
Thoſe looks completely curſe or bleſs. 


So ſoft, ſo elegant, fo fair, . 
Sure ſomething more than human's there 
I muſt. ſubmit, for ſtrife is vain, 

"Twas deſtiny that forg'd the chain. 


Ss 0 KN GT 
BLITHE JOCKEY. 


Y Jockey is the blitheft lad | 
That e er young maid did woes 
When he appears my heart is glad, 
For he is kind and true: 
He talks of love whene'er we meet, 
His words in rapture flow ; 
Then tunes his pipe, and ſings fo ſweet, 
I have not pow'r to go. 


All other laſſes he forſakes, 
And flies to me alone; 
At ev'ry fair, or other wakes, 


I heard the maidens moan : 
O 3 


9 — 
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He me toys and ſweetmeats toe 
And ribbands for my hair; | 
What ſwain was ever half fo true, 

Or half ſo kind and fair? 


Wher'er I go, I nothing fear, 
If Jockey is but by; 
For I alone am all his care, 
Whenever danger's nigh : 
He vows to wed next Whatſunday, 
And make me bleſt for life; 
Can I refuſe, ye maidens, ſay, 


To be young Jockey's wite ? 


S O N G. 


HILE Jockey told his tale of love, 
Enraptur'd kneeling by me, 

He ſwore fra thence he'd ne'er remove, 

But grow a ſtatue nigh me: 
In pleaſing lees my fame he fings, 

' Nay vows, on his ſalvation, 

My worth aboon a' earthly things, 

Was equal'd by his paſſion, 


Oh! how the lad beguil'd the hours, 
While gay in beauty's bloſſom; 

His face farvating fireſt flowers, 
Reclin'd on Bella's boſom : 
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While thoughtleſs I, devoid of art, 


Believ'd I weel had choſen; _ 
And to the loon inclin'd my hean, 
He left me for a dozen. 


Oh! then the tear bedew'd my een, 
Tunultuous ſtriving, 
Within my breaſt o'erſet me Y 
My heart with anguiſh riving : 

Till gentler Jamie faw me grieve, 
Ere fleeting life was over, 

He bad me ſmile, look up, and live, 
To bleſs a kinder lover. 


While nobleſt worth adorns the whole 
Deportment o' bright Jamie, 

The coward lurks in Jockey's ſaul, _ 
How could he elſe betray me? 

While lofty brags hing on his tongue, 
His honour frail as glaſs is; 

Wha dare with moſt unmanly wrong, 
Miſuſe unthinking laſles, 


But cheer'd by Jamie's healing voice, 

My reins with rapture ſwell-a; 

Let ſeas and earth, and heav'n rejoice 
When jamie calls on Bella: 

Then think what pleaſure wad it be, 
On high to meet my Daddy; 

With equal tranſport, mun I flee 

" To wett the lively laddie. 


O 4 


SONG. 
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Sung in Harveſ Home, 


AY as 2 lark, uch wwe early ſoaring, 
Views from on hi glittering ftreams 
And while his oraifons are pouring, a 
Baſks in Phœbus' chearing beams. 


I knew, at morning, nought but pleaſure 3 
Noon never catne to ſee me grieve ; 

Nor did delight, far beyond meaſure, 
F'er fail to greet my ſteps at eve. 


SO N G. 


Sung in Harveſt Hime. 


HEN on Cleora's form I gaze, 
Surveying that exhauſtleſs ftore 3 
Till then unnotic'd charms I praiſe, 
And thoſe till then prais'd I adore : 
And while I look with fond ſurpriſe, 
And catch ſoft madneſs from my fair; 
I wiſh for Argus hundred eyes, 
And wiſh to gaze for ever there. 
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But when Cleora's voice I hear, 
And when ſhe ſtrikes the trembling ftrings ; 
1 wiſh each eye was made an ear, 
To liſt with angels while ſhe ſings ! 
Thus, while in rapture they rejoice, 
My ſenſes ſtill their empire own ; 
And, touch her, ſee her, hear her voice, 


All, all confirm me her's alone. 


Ew —— ſ＋2:ê—ẽ. 


7 0. Go 
Sung in Harveſt-Henie. 


HE ſultry noon cries—while they laſt, 
Seize on pleaſures, take repaſt, 
Fortune's fickle, 
And fate's fickle 
May ſurpriſe us in our prime ! 
Death's the Harveſt-Home of time. 


Fair ones, bleſs'd with charms and truth, 
Reap the profit in your youth : 
| In that ſeaſon, 
Follow reaſon, 
And of pleaſure take your part, 
Love's the Harveſt of the he. 


Young men, who all in woman find, 
That's good, and beautiful, and kind, 
Never grieve em, 
Vex, or leave em, 
But treat *em gently, nobly, kind ! 
Truth's the Harveſt of the Mind, 
0 5 SONG 
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. 


Sung in Harveſ- Hume 


HEN Goody plays the devil, or ſo 
W In midſt of Trolding, ſtrife, and tears, 
Off to the ale-houſe ſtraight I go, 

To drink my pint, and fave my ears. 


There, for the tuneful nightingale, 
Do I exchange the ſcreech-owl's note; 
For, as I drink the ſparkling ale, 


It jug, jug, jug, goes down my throat. 


——— — =- 


S O NS. 
Sung in Harveſt Home. 


WAY pale fear, and ghaſtly terror; 
Fly, at a parent's voice, away ! 
CorreCting every youthful error, 
She deigns to bid, and I obey. 


And, oh! my heart, thou murmureſt treaſon, 
Perturb'd, and frighten d, thus to move: 
This facrifce I make to reaſon, 


Lie ſill, poor flutterer, and approve! 


So NG. 
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$60 Xx BS. 
SCHOOL OF LOVE» 
Sung in Harveſt-Home, 


HE firſt word I liſp'd, I'm told, was love, 
Hey down, derry derry, * 
Ho down, derry derry, 
Let's be merry, 
In the hawthorn grove 3 
For there, in the buſhes, 
The blackbirds and thruſhes, 
Teach you, if you're not a fool, 
To ſtudy in love's charming ſchool, 


At five years I went in a barn to play, 
- High down, derry derry, 

He down, derry derry, 
Let's be merry 

Among the hay : 
For there Ralph and Dolly, 
Bumpkin and Molly, 

Taught me, or I'd been a fool, 

To ſtudy in Love's charming ſchool. 


os | SONG; 
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DERMOT AND SHELAR. 


. 8 Dermot toil'd one ſummer's day, 
Young Shelah, as ſhe ſat beſide him, 
airly ſtole his pipe away, 
Oh, den to hear how ſhe'd deride him ! 


Where, Dermot, is it gone, 
Your lily Hly loodle? 

They ve left you nothing but the drone, 
And that's yourſelf, you noodle ! 


Beam bum boodle, loodle, loodle, 
Beam bum boodle, loodle loo; 


Poor Dermot's pipe is loſt and gone, 
And what wilt the yoer Devil dv. 


Fait, now I am undone, and more, 
Cry'd Dermot—Ah! will you be eaſy ? 
Did not you ſteal my heart before? 
Is it, you'd have a man run crazy. 


I've nothing left me now ta moan, 

My lily lily loedle, 
That us'd to cheer me ſo, is gone, 
Ah, Dermot, thou'rt a noodle ! 


Beam bum boodle, loodle, loodle, 

Beam bum boodle, loodle loo; 

My heart and pipe, and peace are gone, | 
What next will cruel Shelah do? | 

Then 
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Then Shelah, hearing Dermot vex'd, 
Cry'd—Fait *twas little Cupid mov'd me, 
You fool, to teal it, out of tricks, 
Oaly to ſee how much you lov'd me ! 


Come, cheer thee, Dermot, never moan, 
But take your lily loodle ; 

And, for the heart of you that's gore, 
You ſhall have mine, you noodle ! 


Beam bum boodle. loodle, loodle, 
Beam bum boodle, loodle, loo; 

Shelah's to church with Dermot gone, 
And, for de reft, what's dat to you ? 


——— —— ̃ 
0 N . 
NARCISSAs 


Sung in Inkle and Yarice. 


1 now the breeze is flowing, 
As yon ſhip at anchor rides, 
Sullen waves inceſſant flowing, 2 
Rudely daſh againſt the tides: 
So my heart its coarſe im 
Beats in my perturbed breaſt ; 
Doubts like waves—by waves ſucceeded, 
Riſe and ſtill deny it reſt. | 
25 W 7 SONG, 
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S O N G. 


YARICO, 


Sang in Inkle and Tarico. 


HEN the chace of the day is done, 
And the ſhaggy Lion's ſkin, 
Which for us our warnors win, 
Decks our cell at ſet of ſun : 
Worn with toil, with ſleep oppreſt, 
I preſs my moſſy bed and fink to reſt. 


Thence once more and ſee our train, 
With all our chace renew'd again ; 
Once more tis day, 
Once more our prey, 
Gnaſhes with angry teeth and foams in vain; 
Again in ſullen haſte he flies, 
Ta'en in the toil, again he hes, 
Again he roars and in my ſlumbers dies. 


* 


— —— 3 X d 


$ O N G. 


JEMMY LINKUM., 
Sung by Mr. Edwin, in Inkle and Yarice. 


CLERK I was in London gay, 
A Jemmy linkum feedle ; 
An 


went in boots to ſee the play, 


. F'IY A Ce. 
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I march'd the lobby, twirPd my ſtick, 
Diddle daddle deedle ; 

The girl's all cried, *«He's quite the kick,” 
Oh one linkum feedle. 


, for America I ſail, 

ankee doodle deedle; 

The ſailor-boys cry'd **ſmoak his tail, 
Jemmy linkum my Sg : 

On En liſh Belle's I turn'd my back, 
Diddle daddle deedle ; 

And got a foreign fair, quite black, 
Oh twiddle twaddle tweedle. 


Your London girls, with roguiſh trip, 
"Wheedle, wheedle, weedle ; 

Boaſt their pouting under lip, 
Fiddle faddle feedle ; 

My wows would beat a hundred ſuch, 
Diddle daddle deedle ; ; 


Whoſe upper lip pouts twice as much 
Oh, pretty 4 


Rings [I'll buy to deck her toes, 
Jemmy linkum feedle ; 

A Feather fine ſhall grace her noſe, 
Waving fidle ſeedle 

With jealouſy I ne'er hall burſt, 
Who'd ſteal my bone of bone-a ? 

A white Othello I can truſt, 
A dingy Deſdemona. 
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JOYS OF A WIFE, 
Sung is Harveſt- Home. 


OMEN, to bleſs the men deſi 


Always fair, and always young, 
Tis true—a woman has a tongue : 
But then the ill to counterpoife, 
It never makes the ſmalleſt noiſe, 
Rants, roars, or any ſcandal tells ; 
Or, with abuſe, at random runs, 
Or wrangling, 
Jangling, 
e ear ſtuns, 


Ringing a peel like pariſh bells. 


If maids, they all with patience wait, 
Nor envy aught the marriage ſtate ; 
If wives, ill faithful to his bed, 
They never with the huſband dead: 
If widows, they ſhed tears like rain, 
And ne'er were known to wed again; 
For, firs, in this, and all things elſe, 
Charming woman's never wrong ; 
Nor wrangling, 
Jangling, 
Wags her tongue, 


— Ringing a peal like pariſh-bells, 


gn'd, 
Are always prudent, good, and kind ; 


— 
Ee 


. 
—— — 6ͤ— —_ MS Ree A — 
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s O N G. 


PLEASURES O? GENEROSITY» 
Sung in Harveſi-Home 


HOUGH I am humble, mean, and poor, 
Yet, faith, I am deſarning ; 
And one may ſee the ſun-ſhine, ſure, 
Without the help of larnin 
This little — 5 for my . 
I pray you, be believing ;— 
The trueſt pleaſures that we take, 
Are thoſe that we are giving. 


Is there a wretch, with all his pelf, 
So as a rich miſer ? 
Sure not he defraud himſelf? 


No maxim can be wiſer ! 

He who is bleſt for his own ſake, 
Faith, is himſelf deceiving— 
The trueſt pleaſures that we take, 
Are thoſe that we are giving. 


—— —ͤ—— œ'— u 


Sung in Harveſ-Home. 


REE from ſtrife and love's alarms, 
With joyous heart, and mind at eaſe, 
Time was, when, with a thouſand Charms, 
Bacchus knew the way to pleaſe ! 


When 


18 1 | 
When, while the merry glee went round 
Gaily I ſaw ch cat paſs; A 
Nor ever had I heard a ſound, 
Like the ſweet tink ling of the glafs, 


The flaſk now broke, and ſpilt the wine, 
For Cupid, Bacchus joys I quit; 

The myrtle kills the blighted vine, 

And love, turn'd fate, cries out—Submit!” 


© © 


$0 NG. 
BILLY's GONE TO 30A. 


Y Billy is the ſweeteſt lad, 
That ever plow'd the wat” 
my heart is now quite ſad, 


Leſt he ſhou'd ne'er return again. 


ry main; 


* will break, ſo oft I weep, 

or my dear Bill I do adore ; 

Fear he'll be buried in the deep, 
And I hall fee his face no more. 


Ah! ceaſe thou winds, nor boiſterous blow, 
Nor ſtorms diſturb the wat'ry main; 
But to my arms the youth beſtow, 
And put an end to all my pains. 


When 


s O N G. 
THE VOYACT. 


Sung in Inkle and Tarico. 


VOYAGE o'er the ſeas had ne'er enter d my 


head, | —% 
n 
Heigho, ſure I for hunger muſt die: 
Pve ſail'd like a booby, come here in a ſquall, 
Where, alas! there's no bread to be butter'd at all : 
O ho, I'm a terrible booby, 
Oh what a ſad booby am I. 


In London what gay Chop-houſe ſigns in the ſtreet, 
But the only fign here is of nothing to eat ; 
Heigho that I for hunger ſhould die : 
My mutton's all loſt, I'm a poor ſtarving elf, 
And for all the world like a loſt mutton myſelf: 
O ho, I ſhall die, a loſt mutton, 
Oh what a loſt mutton am I. 


Fer 


N A _ — ä e 
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For a neat ſlice of beef I could roar like z bull, 
And my ſtomach's ſo empty, my heart is quite full, 
4 | Heigho that I for hunger d die: F 
But grave without meat, I muſt here meet my grave, 
For my bacon I fancy I never ſhall fave ! 
O ho, I ſhall ne'er ſave my bacon, 
I can't ſave my bacon not I. 


20. N 8. 


THE PLEASURES OF A COUNTRY LIFE: 


N Sung in Inkle and Yarice. 


HOW ſweet is a country life, 
Each lad with his lafs, 
Days cheerfully paſs, 

Nor know what means anger or ſtrife. 
Nor know, &c. 


We tend on our flocks, round the plains ; 
We ev'ry joy ſhare, 
And laugh at Old-Care, 

We're content, tho' ſmall are our gains. 


We ſcorn to betray, or deceive, 
For cenſtant we prove, 


To the maid that we love, 
And thus laſting pleaſure receive. 
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The ſweet birds they cherup around; 
| When from labour free, 
They join in our glee, 
And thus conſtant pleaſures abound. 
And thus conſtant pleaſures abound. 


— — ——_————— 


S O N S. 
A HUNTING soN G. 


* HEN the ſeaſon invites, and all nature is 


gay, 
And Phoebus illumines the morn; 
The ſportſmen are ready, and cry, hark away,” 
As cheerfully ſounds the blithe horn: 
Up the hill or the lawn ſee they bruſh it along, 
While ruddy, their faces they glow ; 
Sweet echo, in chorus, repeat the glad ſong, 
With hark forward, huzza, Tally-ho. 


With well-ſcented hounds artful Reynard's purſa'd; 
Who nimbly flies over the plain; 

Tho? with cunning above other brutes he's endu'd, 

Vet his cunning, alas! is in vain : | 

The ſtaunch pack ſurround him, his courage is paſt, 
Too weak to contend with the foe ; , 

He faulters, he trembles, and yields up at laſt, 
While the ſportſmen ſing loud Tally-ho. 


Mankind 


And ſome leapin 


*, 
Mankind are all huntſmen, the 


Thoꝰ different the game they ve in view; 
hig 
5 As eagerly ſtill the 3 
ut we the true ſportſmen, | 
No ſorrow or troubles we know — — 


For at night o'er the bowl we freſh raptures ſupply, 


With repeating the ſong, Tally-ho. 


S O N G. 
THE NIGHTINGALE. 


Sung by Mrs. Buttarelli, at Ranelagh. 


FT 7 HEN the Sun with feeble light, 
Seems to fink beneath the dale ; 
Then how charming tis to hear, 

The warbling midnight nightingale. 


Or upon the verdant lawn, 
Hear the early ſongſters ſing, 
Carol fweet at op'ning dawn 
Soft warbling notes to hail the Spring. 


Sweet is the fragrant blooming roſe, 
And ſweet the lily of the vale; 
More ſweet to hear when evenings cloſe, 
The warbling midnight nightingale. 


SONG, 


and the fmall, 
often meet with a fall, 
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S O N S. 


CORRY DON AND PHILLIS, 


ER ſheep had in cluſters crept cloſe to a grove 
To hide from the heat of the day; F 
And Phillis, herielf, in a woodbine alcove, 
Among the iweet violets lay: 
A young 8 it ſeems, had been ſtole from its 


(*'Twixt Cupid and Hymen a plot) 
That Corrydon might, as he ſearch'd for his lamb, 
Arrive at the critical ſpot. 


As thro” the green hedge for his lambkin he peeps 
He ſaw the fair —.— _ ſurpriſe ; K 

ve „if ſo killing, he cry'\d, while ſhe ſleeps 
Ihr lad if ſne opens her eyes: . 

To tarry much longer would hazard my heart, 
I'll homeward my lambkin to trace; 

But in vain honeſt Corrydon ftrove to depart, 
For love held him faſt to the place. 


Ceaſe, ceaſe pretty birds, what a chirping you make, 
You fing too loud on the ſpray ; 

Don't you ice, fooliſh lark, that the charmer's aſleep? 
You'll wake her as ſure as tis day: 

How dare that fond butterfly touch the ſweet maid, 
Her checks he miſtakes for the roſe ; 
I'd put him to death if I were not afraid, 

My boldneſs would break her repoſe. 


Then 


| _ „ 
Y 
a W 
Then Phillis look'd up with a languiſhing ſmile 
. ſhepherd, ſaid ſhe, you — ; e e 1 
IId 


myſelf down for to reſt me a while, 
t, truſt me, I was not aſleep: 
The ſhepherd took courage, advanc'd with a bow, 
He placed himſelf down by her fide ; 
And manag'd the matter, I cannot tell how, 
But yeſterday made her his bride. 


— ——— 


\ 
S O N G. 


By John Dryden, E/q. 


O, tell Aminta, gentle ſwain, 
I would not die, nor dare complain; 

Thy tuneful voice with numbers join, 
Thy words will more prevail than mine : 
To fouls, oppreſt and dumb with grief, 
The Gods ordain'd this kind relief, 
That muſic ſhould, in ſounds, convey 
What dying lovers dare not ſay. 


A ſigh or tear perhaps ſhe'll give, 

But love on pity cannot live; 

Tell her, that hearts for hearts were made, | 

And love with love is only paid : 

| Tell her, my pains fo faſt increaſe, * 
| That ſoon they will be paſt redreſs; 
| But, ah! the wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, 
| Attends but death to cloſe his eyes. 


SONG. 
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THE CHOICE, 


WAINS, I hate the boiſt'rous fair, 
Who aſſume a manly air, 
Soft, unaffected, gentle be, 


Still the girl that's made for me. 


Let her not boaſt like man, to dare, 
The dangers of the ſylvan war; 
Wich gentler ſports delighted be, 
The girl that fate ordai as for me. 


No pert coquet, nor formal prude, 


Gay let her be, but never rude; 
From arts, from flights, from vapours free, 
She is the girl that's made for me. 


Her well-choſe dreſs in ev* rt, 
Be artful without ſhewing «A 
From all fantaſtick faſhions free, 


She is the girl that's made for me. % 


Looſe flow her locks, without conſtraint, 
Her healthy cheeks let nature paint; 

To all a goddeſs ſeem to be, 

And prove a woman itill to me, 


EP SONG. 
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S ON G. 


THE JOYS OF A BOWL, 


E Bay ſons of Bacchus repleniſh the bowl, 
Y is the mirror that ſhews us mankind, 
Pride, envy, and malice, admit its controul, 
And leave undisfigur'd the mind. 


The „who of old wiſh'd a window were plac'd 
To diſcover the haunts of the foul; 
Would have uw full as well had he ply'd ev'ry 
gueit, 
With the myſtic contents of the bowl. 


Round the heart that is honeſt, the balm it ſupplies 
To cure ev'ry ſorrow that baſks ; 

But to knaves and to ſlaves all its pleaſure denies, 
And gradually fteals off their maſks. 


Then let pedants and milk-ſops our bev'ridge di. 


Its virtues they never can know : 
While we ply the bowl, tis an ocean of fame, 
And a ſpeedy reliever of woe. 


SONG, 
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Ss ON G. 


PHILLIS, 


HAT beauties does my nymph diſcloſe! * 
Leſs fair the filver lily blows ; | 
Such bluſhes glow not on the roſe, | 
As on the cheeks of Phillis : 
The other day upon the green, 
I ſaw a nymph of heavenly mien ; 
| I ran to greet the Cyprian queen, 
But found it was my Phillis. 


ry 
328 grot with ivy bound, - 
Where fragrant woodbines curl'd around, . 
And daiſies dapple o'er the ground, — 
es I fit and murmur, Phillis : 
And when the lark with dewy wing, 
, To hail the morn exulting (prings, 
I riſe and tune the trembling ſtrings, 
To praiſe my deareſt Phillis, 
diſ- 


When firſt I faw the lovely maid, 

_ enraptur'd and diſmay'd ; 
y fault'ring tongue was quite afraid 1 
To tell my pangs to Phillis : ; 

Then Cupid aim'd his ſharpeſt dart, 

At once I felt the pleaſing ſmart ; 

NG, That very hour I loſt my heart, 
And now it __ with Phillis. 
2 


1 826 J 
s ON 6. 
DESPAIR AND DIE. 

Sung in Robin Hood 

{ nn ſag through the foreſt, when rous'd by , 
$ore frighted, high-bounding, flies wretched for. | 
Quick 9 heart-burſting, the hounds now in 
ipepd doubles! ſpect: doubles! they eager Pons, 


But ſcaping the hunters, again thro? the grove 
Forgettin palt evils, with freedom he roves ; : 
Not ſo in his ſoul who from tyrant-love flies, 
The ſhaft overtakes him, deſpairing he dies. 


S O N G. 


THE CENEROUS DISTRESS, 


LOW, ye bleak winds, around my head, 
And ſoothe my heart-corroding care, 

Flow round my brows, ye lightnings red. 
And blaſts the laurels planted there : 

But may the maid whe'er ſhe be, 

— not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


E . 
, 
} | 


. 
May all the traces of our love, 1 
Be ever blotted from her mind; N 
+ May from her breaſt my vows remove, 

And no remembrance leave behind ! 
But may the mai. where'er ſhe be, 


Think not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


« Oh! may I ne'er behold her more, 
1 For ſhe has robb'd my foul of reſt; 
Wiſdom's aſſiſtance is too poor, 
To calm the tempeſt in my breaſt: 
But may the maid where'er ſhe be, 
Think not of my diſtreſs nor me. 


Come, death! O come, thou friendly ſleep, 
And with my ſorrows lay me low; 

And ſhould the gentle virgin weep, 
Nor ſharp, nor laſting be her woe : 

But may ſhe think, where'ec ſhe be, 

No more of my diltreſs nor me. 


— — ES. — — — 


N. 


THE ABSENCE OF MAT. 


\HE rooks in the neighbouring grove, 

For ſhelter cry all the long day; 
Their huts, in the branches above, . 
Are cover'd no longer by May. f 
i I 4 The 


1 
"Ye 


? 2 
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= The birds that fo chearfully ſung, 
Are filent, or plaintive each tone ; 
And as they chirp low to their young, 
The want of their goddeſs bemoan. 


No daſies, on carpets of green, 

O'er nature's cold boſom are ſpread ; 
Not a ſweet-brier ſprig can be ſeen 

To furniſh freſh wreaths for my head. 


Some flow'rs indeed may be found, 
But theſe neither blooming nor gay; 

The faireſt ſtill ſleep in the ground, 
And wait for the coming of May. 


December perhaps has purloin'd 
Her rich, tho' fantaſtical gear; 

With envy the months may have join'd, 
And joſtled her out of the year. 


Some ſhepherds, tis true may repine, 
To ſee their lov'd gardens undreſt ; 
Bat I, while my Pluliida's mine, 
Shall always have May in my breaft, 


S8 O N G. 
THE WAY TO KEEP HIM. 


E fair, who ſhine thro? Britain's iſle, 
And triumph o'er the heart ; 

Be once attentive for a while, 

To what I now umpart: 


Would 


| 
| 


—_— — 


— — — Wr 


1 319 J 

Would you obtain the youth you love? 

The precepts of a friend approve, 
And learn the way to keep him. 


As ſoon as nature had decreed 
The bloom of eighteen years, 

And Iſabel from ſchool is freed, 
Then beauty's force appears: 

The youthful blood begins to flow, 

She hopes for man, and longs to know, 
The ſureſt way tokeep lum. 


When firſt the pleaſing pain is felt 
Within the lover's breaſt; 

And you by ſtrange perſuaſion melt, 
Each wiſhing to be bleſt: 

Be not too proud, nor yet too coy, 

With prudence lure the happy boy, 
And that's the way to keep him. 


At court, at ball, at park, at play, 
Aſſume a modeſt pride ; 

And, leſt your tongue your mind betray, 
In fewer words congde: 

The maid, who thinks to gain a mate 

By giddy chat, will find, tov late. 
That's not the way to keep him. 


In dreſſing ne'er the hours kill, 
That bane to all the ſex; 

Nor let the arts of dear ſpadille 
Your innocence perplex : 


P 4 
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wo always * as a bride, a 
y virtuous rules your reaſon guide 
For that's the way to keep bim. 


But when the nuptial knot is faſt, 
And both its bleſſings ſhare, 

To make thoſe joys for ever laſt, 
Of jealouſy beware: 

His love with kind compliance meet, 

Let conſtancy the work complete, 
And you'll be ſure to keep him. 


$ O N G. 


JOYS OF LOVE. 


Sung in the Honeſt Yorkſhireman. 


OVE's a gentle, gen'rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delight 8 
When with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unite, 


What are titles, pomp, and riches, 
I compar'd with true content? 

That falte joy that now bewitches, 

When obtain'd we may repent, 


Lawleſs paſſions bring vexation, 
But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is a glorious emulation 


Of the bliſsful ſtate above. 


SONG. 


1221 J 
S O NG. 
HUNTING MELODY. 


Sung by Mrs. Mahon. 


O you hear, brother ſportſman, the ſound of | 
the horn, 
And yet the ſweet pleaſure decline? 
For ſhame, rouze your ſenſes, and e're it is morn, 
With me the ſweet melody join, 


Thro' the wood and the valley, the traitor we rally, 
Nor quit him till panting he lies; 

While hoands in full cry, thro' hedges ſhall fly, 
And chace the ſwift hare till ſhe dies. 


Then ſaddle your ſteed, to the meadows and fields, 

Both willing and joyous repair ; 1 
No paſtime in life greater happineſs yields, 

Than chacing the fox and the hare. 


For ſuch comforts, my friend, on the W at- 
| tend, | 


No pleaſure like hunting is found; 
For when it is o'er, then, as briſk as beſore, 


Next morning we ſpurn up the ground. 
Ps 


SONG. 
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CODDESS OF THE CHACE. 


Sung by Mr. Doyle. 


IVE round the word diſmount, diſmount, 
A While echo'd by the ſprightly horn ; 
he toils and pleaſures we recount, | : 


Of this ſweet health-infpiring morn. | 


CHORUS, 


*T'was glorious ſport, none e're did lag, 
Nor drew amiſs, nor made a ſtand, 
But all as firmly kept their pace, [ 

As had Acteon been the ſtag, : | 
And we had hunted by command 1 | 
Of the goddeſs of the chace. 


The hounds were out and ſnufF'd the air, | 
And ſcarce had reach'd the appointed (pot, 
When pleas'd they heard —a layer, a layer, 
And preſently drew on the ſlot. 
*T was glorious ſport, Oe. 


And now o'er yonder plain he fleets, 


The deep-mouth'd hounds begin to bawl; 
And echo note for note repeats, "= - | 


While ſprightly horns reſound the call. 
| 'T was glorious ſport, Ce. 


* 
t 
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And now the ſtag has loſt his pace, 
And while war-haunch the huntſman cries, 
His boſom ſwells, tears wet his face, 
He pants, he ſtruggles, and he dies. 
Tas glorious ſport, Cc. 


$ ON G. 


THE FRIEND AND PITCHER, 


HE wealthy fool, with gold in ſtore, 
Will ſtill deſire to grow richer ; 
Give me but theſe, I aſk no more, 
My charming girl, my friend, and pitcher. 


My friend fo rare, my girl fo fair, 
With ſuch what mortal can be richer ? 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 
Wirth my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher. 


From morning fun I'd never grieve, 
To toil a hedger, or a ditcher ; 
If that when I come home at eve, 
I might enjoy my friend and pitcher. 


Tho? fortune ever ſhuns my door, 
I know not what can thus bewitch her ; = 
With all my heart can I be poor, : 
With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, 


My fiend ſo rare, my girl ſo fair, 
Wich ſuch, what mortal can be richer ? 
Give me but theſe, a fig for care, 


With my ſweet girl, my friend, and pitcher, | 
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INDIFFERENCE, 


Sung at Vauxhall, 
| aL I, waſting in deſpair, 


Die becauſe a woman's fair ? 
| Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
4 *Cauſe another's roſy are? 
Be ſhe fairer than the day, 
Or the flowry meads in May ; 
Yet if ſhe think not well of me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be. 


Shall a woman's goodneſs move, 
Me to periſh for her love ? 

Or, her worthy merits known, 
Make me quite forget my own ? 
Be ſhe with much goodneſs bleſt, 
As may merit name the beſt ; 
Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, 
What care I how good ſhe be. 


Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
I will never more deſpair , 
If ſhe love me, this believe, 
I will die ere ſhe {liall grieve : 
If the ſcorn me when I woo, 
I will ſcorn, and let her go; 
| So if ſhe be not fit for me, 
What care I for whom ſne be? 


SONG. 


—— — 


328 J 
$ O N G. 


THE CONTENTED MILLER». A 


N a plain pleaſant cottage, convenzentiy neat, 
With a mill and ſome meadows, a freehold 
eſtate ; 
A well-meaning miller by labour ſupplies, 
Thoſe bleflings, which granceur, to great ones de- 
nies : 
No paſſions to plague him, nor cares to torment, 
His conſtant companions are health and content; 
Their lordſhips in lace may take note if they will, 


He's honeſt, tho* daub'd with the duſt of his mill, 


When the lark's carols ſalute the new-day, 

He ſprings from his cottage as jocund as May; 
He cheerfully whiſtles, regardleſs of care, 

Or ſings the laſt ballad he bouglt at the fair: 
While courtiers are toil'd in the cobwebs of tate, 
Or bribing elections in hopes to be great; 

No fraud nor ambition his boſom does fill, 
Contented he works if there's griſt to his mill, 


On Sunday bedeck'd in his home-ſpun array, 
At church he's the louveſt to chaunt and to pray; 
Then fits to a dinner of plain Engliſh food, 

Tho? ſimple his pudding, his appetite's good: 

At night when the prieſt and exciſe-men are gone; 
He quaffs at the ale-houſe with Reger and John, 
Then reels to his pillow, an! dreams of no ill, 


What monarch fo bleſt as th: man of the mill? 
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THE FOX CHASE. 


Sung by Mr. Inciedon. 
T the ſound of the horn, 


We riſe in the morn, 

And waken the woods as we thunder along ; 
You, yol, tally-o, | 

After Reynard we go; 

While echo on echo we double the ſong. 


Not the ſtuds of the ſun, 
Our brave courſers outran, | 
O'er the mound horſe and hounds ſee us bound in 
fall cry; 
Like Phoebus we riſe, 
To the height of the ſkies, 
And careleſs of danger five bars we defy. 
We waken the woods, Ce. 


At eve, Sir, we ruſh, 
And are cloſe to his bruſh, 
he dies, ſee him panting for breath; 
Each feat and defeat, 
We renew and repcat, 


Regardlels of life, ſo we're in at the death. 


With a bottle at night, 
We prolong the delight, 
Much 1 204 we praiſe, and the deeds that were 
ne; | 
And yoi, tally-o, 
g The next morning we go, 
With Pherbus, to end, as we mount with the ſuns 


* 
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PASTORAL BALLAD. 


E ſwains who inhabit the green, 


You have heard that my Phillida's dead 
In your looks the ſad tidings are ſeen, | 


And her worth in your grief may be read. 


Oh! was ſhe nor lovely and fair, 

Has ſhe ſcarce left ſuch beauty behind ? 
And yet what was that to compare 

With the graces that dwelt in her mind? 


Bat let me not think on her charms, 


How 1 lov'd her my verſe cannot tell! 
Death has ſnatch'd her away from my arms, 
With angels alone muſt ſhe dwell. 


In vain do I utter my grief, 

Her loſs the whole world can't fupply : 
Death only will give me relief, 

To him, then with pleaſure I fly. 


Oh! ſhew me the way to my fair, 


Lead me on to the regions of bliſs ; 
And, ſure as my love was ſincere, 


PI praiſe thee, great victor, for this. | 


SONG. 
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S O N G. 


A HUNTING SONG. 


FE ſportſmen draw near and ye ſportſwomen too 
Who delight in the joys of the field ; / 
Mankind tho? they blame, are all eager as you, 
And no one the conteſt will yield: 
His lordſhip, his worſhip, his honor, his grace, 
A hunting continually go; 


All ranks and degrees are engag'd in the chace, 
Hark forward, huzza, tally-ho ! 


"The lawyer will riſe with the firſt of the morn, 

To hunt for a mortgage or deed ; 

© The huſband gets up at the ſound of the horn, 

And rides to the Commons full ſpeed : 

The patriot is thrown in purſuit of his game; 
The poet, too, often lays low, 

Who, mounted on Peguſus, flies after fame, 

Wich hark forward, huzza, tally-ho. 


While, fearleſs, o'er hills, and o'er woodlands we 
ſweep, 
Tho prudes on our paſtime may frown ; 
How oft do they decency's bounds over-leap, 

And the fences of virtue break down ? 

Thus, public, or private, for penſion or place, 
For amuſement, for paſſion, for thew, 
EAI ranks, and degrees, are engag'd in the chace, 
Wich hark forward, huzza, tally-ho, 


. Aon +. ty a> 
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FAIR HEBER, 


By W. Shenftone, ii. 


HEN forc'd from dear Hebe to go, 
| What anguiſh I felt at my hears! 
And I thought - but it might not be ſo. 
She was ſorry to ſee me depart ; 
She caſt ſuch a — view, 
My path I could ſcarcely diſcern; 
And ſo ſweetly ſne bade me adieu, 
I thought ſhe had bade me return. 


Methinks ſhe might like to retire 

: To the grove I had laboured to rear; 
| For whatever I heard her admire, 

| I haſted and planted it there: 
Her voice ſuck a pleaſure conveys, 

So much I her accents adore, 
Let her ſpeak, and whatever ſhe ſays, 
| I'm ſure {till to love her the more. 


And now, e're I haſte to the plain, 
Come, ſhepherds, and tell of her ways; 

I could lay down my life for the ſwain, 
Who could ſing me a ſong in her praiſe : 
While he ſings may the maids of the town 
. Come flocking, and liſten the while, 

Nor on him let Hebe once frown, 
Tho? I cannot allow her to ſmile. 


= 
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To ſee when my charmer goes by, 


Some hermit peeps out of his cell ; 
How he thinks of his youth, with a ſigh! 

How fondly he wiſhes her well ! 
On him ſhe may ſmile if ſhe pleaſe, 

It will warm the cool boſom of age— 
Yet ceaſe, gentle Hebe, O ceaſe, 

Such ſoftneſs will ruin the ſage. 


I've ftol'n from no flow'rets that grow, 
To deck the dear charms I approve ; 
For what can a bloſſom beſtow, 
So ſweet, ſo delightful as love 
I fing in a ruſtical way, 
A ſhepherd, and one of the throng ; 
Yet Hebe approves of my lay, 
Go, poets, and envy my ſong. 


* 
— — — — — 


NOW OR NEVER, 
Sung at Vauxhall. 


O make the moſt of fleeting time, 
Should be our great endeavour ; 
For love we both are in our prime, 
The time is now or never. 


A thoufand charms around you play, 
No girl more bright and clever; 

Then let us both agree to-day, 
To-morrow will be never. 
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T ne'er ſhall be a better man, 
I burn with love's high fever ; 
Pray now be kind, I know you can, 
ou muſt not anſwer never, 


Whilſt you, thus, Chloe, turn aſide, 
You fruſtrate yp endeavour ; 

That face will , come down that pride, 
Your time is now or never. 


S O NS. 


ROSLIN CASTLE. 


9 * ang t ſeaſon of the year, 
en ings gay and ſweet appeath 
That Colin with the — ray 
Aroſe and ſung his rural lay : 
Of Nanny's charms the ſhepherd ſung, 
The hills and dales with Nanny rung; 
While Roſlin Caſtig heard the ſwain, 
And echo'd back th@Yieertul ſtrain. 


Awake, ſweet Maſe, the breathing ſpring, 
With rapture warms, awake and ſing ; 
Awake, and joia the vocal throng, 

And hail the morning with a ſong: 

To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay, 

O bid her haſte and come away ; 

In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 

And add new graces to the morn. 
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O hark, my love ! on ev'ry ſpray, * 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
*Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong : 
Then let my raviſn'd notes ariſe, 
For beauty darts from Nancy's eyes, 
And love my riſing boſom warms, 
And fills my ſoul with ſweet alarms. 


O come, my love ! my Colin's lay, 

With rapture calls, O come away ! 

Come, while the Muſe this wreath ſhall. twine 
Around that modeſt brow of thine : 

O hither haſte, and with thee bring 

That beauty blooming like the ſpring, 
Thoſe graces that divinely ſhine, 

And charm this raviſh'd heart of mine. 


* — — —kñ— — 
$0 N G. 
THE ANSWER TO ROSLIN CASTLE. 


ROM Roſlin Caſtle's echoing walls 
Reſounds my ſhepherd's ardent calls 
My Colia bids me come away, 
And love demands | thould obey : 
His melting ftrain and tune ful lay, 
So much the charms of love diſplay, 
I yield—no longer can refrain 
To own my love, and bleſs my ſwain. 
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No longer can my heart conceal 
The painful, pleaſing flame, I feel; 
My ſoul retorts the amꝰ'rous ſtrain, 
And echoes back in love again: 
Where lurks my ſongſter? in what grove = 
Does Colin pour his notes of love? | 
O bring me to the happy bow'r, 
Where mutual love may bliſs ſecure. 


Ye vocal hills! that catch the ſong, 
Repeating, as it flies along; 

To Colin's ear my ſtrain convey, 
And ſay I haſte to come away: 

Ye Zephyrs ſoft, that fan the gale, 
Waft to my love the ſoothing tale ; 
In whiſpers all my foul expreſs, 
And tell, I haſte his arms to bleſs. 


— ——e—mi] ' , 
0 N G. 


BANKS OF FORTH, 


— 
. 


E ſylvan Pow'rs that rule the plain, 
Where ſweetly winding Fortha glides, 
Conduct me to thoſe banks again, 

Since there my charming Molly bides : 
The banks that breathe their vernal ſweets, 
Where ev'ry ſmiling beauty meets; 
Where Molly's charms adorn the plain, 
And cheer the heart of ev'ry ſwain. 


Thrice 


* 
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Thrice happy were the golden days, 
When I, amid the — — 4 
On Fortha's meadows breath'd my lays, 
And Molly's charms were all my fong 
While ſhe was preſent all was gay, 
No forrow did our mirth allay ; 
We ſung of pleaſure, ſung of love, 
And muſic breath'd in ev'ry grove. 


O then was I the happieſt ſwain, 
No adverſe fortune marr'd my joy ; 
The ſhepherds figh'd for her in vain, 
On me ſhe ſmil'd, to them was coy : 
O'er Fortha's mazy banks we ſtray d, 
I woo'd, I lov'd the beauteous maid ; 
The beauteous maid my love return'd, 
And both with equal ardour burn'd. 


Once on the y bank reclin'd, 
Where Forth ran by in murmurs deep, 
It was my happy chance to find 
The c ing Molly lull'd aſleep: 
My heart then leap'd with inward bliſs. 
2 Sfely ſtoop'd, and ftole a kits ; 
She wak'd, ſhe bluſh'd, and faintly blam'd, 
Why, Damon, are you not aſham'd ? 


Oft in the thick embow'ring groves, 
Where birds their muſic chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our loves, 


And Fortha's fair meanders view'd : 


* 
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7 — was the — all the while; 


The lovely proſpect charm'd the eye, 
To where the ocean met the ſky. 


Ye ſylvan pow'rs! ye rural gods! 

To whom we ſwains our cares impart z 
Reſtore me to thoſe bleſt abodes, , 

And eaſe, oh eaſe! my love-fick heart : 
Theſe happy days again reſtore, 
When Moll and I ſhall part no more; 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing arms, 
And crown my bliſs with all her charms, 


s O N G. 


4 CANNOT TELL How. 


MET in our village a ſwain t'other day, 
He ſtopt me, and beg'd me a moment to ſtay; 
Then bluſh'd, and in language I ne'er heard before, 


* much of love, and ſome pains that he 
re: 


But what was his meaning I know not, I vow, 
Yet, alas! my poor heart felt, I cannot tell how. 


Each morning the jeſſamine, violet and roſe 

He brings me, and ev'ry ſweet flower that blows ; 
The ſweeteſt and gayeſt he picks from the reſt, | 
And begs gie to wear thoſe fine things in my breaſtz 
But what i the meaning, I know not, I vow, | 
Yet, alas!: my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 
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R faſt from his 
And hear him, poor youth, breath a thouſand of 
He tells me no nym in the world is like me, 
Nor ſhepherd alive as he; 

But what is ka meaning, I not, I vow, 
Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how, 


the dear ſhepherd to me thus com 
And Aye that 2 
Indeed « ever fince his ſad fate I deplore, 
And [ wiſh I knew how he might ſuffer no more 
PII do all I can to relieve him I vow, 


If he will beſo kind, as to teach me but how. 


At my feet the youn — agyane often I ſee, 
Proteſting he never lov'd any but me; 

He with tranſ and kiſſes me too, 

And ſwears that he'll ever be conſtant and true: 
But what is his meaning, I know not, I vow, 

+ Yet, alas! my poor heart feels, I cannot tell how. 


S ON G. 


ANNA'S URN. 
By General Burgoyne. 


NCOMPASS'D in an angel's frame, | 
An angel's virtues lay 
Too ſoon did heav'n aſſert the claim, 
And call its own away. 


My. Anna's worth, my Anna's charms, 
Muſt never more return! 


What now ſhall fill theſe widow'd arms ? 
Ah, melmy Anna's urn! 
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NANNY OF THE MILL, 


Sung by Mr. Nhe. 


\HE lark proclaim'd return of morn, 
And blithe to view the dewy mead ; 
I left my cot at early dawn, 
And o'er the meadows tun'd my reed: 
Where I beheld a maid & fair, 
"Twas near a riſing hill; 
With beapteous looks and modeſt air, 
"Twas Nanny of the mill. 


Her cheeks with modeſt roſes glow'd,- 

While thus I breath'd my am'*rous tale; 
"= d ets fan "4 h = 

And ſporti ve 7 n'd the : 

O ſmile my fair, thy heav'nly ſmiles 
Shall lengthen on the hill, 

And fweetly languiſh Efe away, 
Dear Nanny of the mill. 


She ſigh'd, and bluſh'd a ſweet conſent, 
I thank'd her on my bended knee; 
In Hymen's chains we're now content, 
No pair was e're more bleſt than we: 
Twas near yon Hedge-row's pleaſing ſhade, 
Where beauty crowns the hill; 
I firſt beheld ny 
Dear Nanny "IF a 


% 


SONG. 


; [338 J 


S O NS. 


THE CRY OF THE HOUNDS. 


Sung by Mr. Wil/an, 


ARK away, my brave boys, to the cry of the 


How blithſome o'er hill and thro” dale, 
Sweet echo delighted, the muſic reſounds, 
And wafts it o'er mountain and dale: 
Mellow ſounds the blithe horn in the morning ſo gay, 
And echo delighted, cries, har“ hark away. 


Then haſte away, tis the enliv'ning view, hollow, 
Sly Reynard breaks cover and flies; 
The hounds, true to ſcent, his track quickly follow, 
And loud tally-ho's rend the ſkies. 
| Mellow ſounds the blithe horn, c. 
a R "ex r > 
Then leave to dull care all the ſons of the day, 
Let them labour and toil while we follow 
The ſweet ſwelling cry of the muſical hound, 
And the voice of the huntſman's ſweet hollow. 
Mellow ſounds the blithe hora, Qc. 


8 SONG. 


fe. 


. 


Her ſmiles make the lark ſwell nes ſong ; 


You ne or fy a girl like my ſweet Robinette. 
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SWEET ROBINETTE. 


Sung by Mr. Incledow. * 


WEET, feet Robinete, all the thepherd's . I 
are, 

never et ſaw ſo enchanting a fair, 
The ſwains fo admire her, no mortal as yet, 
Has e'er ſeen a girl like my fveet Robinetts. 


—o_—_ . nne 


The becnrifal ü of the pale bluſhing roſe ; 
The nymphs, full of envy, do nothing — 
To ſee all the ſwains figh for ſweet Nobinette. 


F 


All nature ſeems pleas'd as ſhe tri : y 


The ſhepherds, their cares and their labours forget, 
To gaze on the charms of my ſweet Robinette. 


So gentle her manners, they ſoften the ſage, - 
She's the May-day of youth, and the ſummer of agez 
1A r, I'll venture a bet, | 


a. son bl 
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- He'd ne er return to 
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THE TARTAN PLAIDDIE. 


Sung by Miſe Leary. 
2 kt on the 
2 fray; 


NAI 
How ſweet the new made hay: 

But not to me ſa ſweer, 
The bloſſoms on the thorn; | 
As when my lad I meet, 

1 More del has May.day man 


> » £ % Bs cer 
CHORUS. 


Give me the lad fo blithe awd gay, 
Give me the tartan plaiddie ; 

For f ite of all the wiſe can ſay, 
I — — 


His e' en are bonny blue; 
Like roſe bud ſweet his mow, 
When wet with morning dew : 


Give me the lad, Ce. 


When firſt he talk'd of love, 
He look d ſa blithe and gay; 

nr 

And cou'd na fay him nay : 
Then to the kirk I'll haſte, 


There joe und truth; 
Reward a love ſa chaſte, 
And wed the conſtant youth. 5 


Ci ve me the lad, Ve. 


. ——— 
a . 
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MUSIC THE yoice OF LOVB» 
| | Sang by Me Bethe. K 
* the miese nde EMT 
With tuneful 4 + 
| His ſongs deli ht the lining grove,” Dl 2112 t — 
ee che voice of los. 
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SOLIN THAT LIVES IN THE VALE, 


Sung by Mije Berth. 


* the S the bowr, 
And cowſlips adorn green; 
And the roſes refreſh'd by the ſhow'r, 

Contribute to brighten the ſcene : 
In a cottage retirement there-lives, 

Young Colin and Phcebe the fair ; 
The bleflings each other receives, 

In mutual enjoyment they ſhare 
And the lads tell the. laſſes, in 
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The frees of contentbiie ſupp ly, * 
pri * D 

8 — — 1 
3 =" riful bride: 12 
e wiſhes no greater delight, 

Than to tend on the ins by day, 
And return to his Phcebe at night, 

His innocent toil to repay : ae > 
And the lads tell the laſſes, in hopes to pre: 
They're a5 cont as Colin that ves In the vie 


If her lover delighted app appears, 
The fair dne partakes of his bliſs, 
If dejected, ſhe fooths all his cares, 
And heals ev'ry pain with a kiſs! 
Ye ſwains, who're accuſtom'd to rove, 
- 8 * fair one . 
rom the true joys 
And his 2 — with honour obey : 


Your paſſions, fond ſhepherds, will ſurely prevail, 
If contianc as colts he tits in he vale. 


S O N G. 


THE SIGH, 


Sang by Miſe Newman. | 


HESE rural paſtime chearleſs prove, 
Unleſs my charming Damon's by; 
as mourns the abſent mare the dove, 
My Damon's abſence prompts a figh. 


When 


— 
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When next he comes ſhall Lupbraid? 
Ah! no; perhaps his Pong eye, 
Has caught ſome blooming happier maid, 

Neglected here I'll — 12 


| CONQUEST OF MARS. 


Sung by Mrs. Bannifter, is Inble and Tories. 


ARS would o his conqueſts over 
M To the Cyprian goddeſs yield: 


loried in a r 29 5 6 1 
lik e him could brave the field. 
Qs Mers coal oft", Ce. 


W 


COMPLIANCE, 
Sung by Mr. Davies, in Inkle and Yarice. 
We! ſhould I vain fears diſcover, 


Prove a dying ſighing ſwain ? 
Why turn ſhilly ſhally lover, 4 


Only to prolong my pain ? 


When we view the dear enſlaver, | 
Boldly.aſk—and ſhe will grant ; 
How ſhould” we obtain a favour, 
But by telling what we want? 


> R's {\ * 
ha 1 © I 


Should the nymph be found complying, © 0 | 
” : 4 
* 


Nearly then the battle's won; 


Parents _ tis vain —_— l ela | 
When our work is fairly done. I 


; . ö 
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CONSTANCE». 4 SECCONW 


Sung by Miſt George, ie th T » 


EMEMBER when we walk'd alone, 1 

And heard ſo gruff the lion growl z 
And when the moon ſo bright it ſhone, 

We ſaw the wolf look up and how! : 
I led you well, fafe to our cell, 

While tremblingly 
. You ſaid to me, 
And kiſs'd fo fweet—dear Wouſkie, tell, 
How can I live without ye. 


But now you come acroſs the ſea, 
And tell me here no monſters roar ; 
You walk alone and leave poor me, 
When wolves to fright you howl no more: 
But, ah! think well on our old cell, 
Where tremblingly 


You 8 me. 
N,, ſay— dear Wouſkie tell, 4 4 
live without ye. . 


S ON. 
THINK AND LOVB sT. 


Sung by Mrs. Kemble, in Inkle and Yarico. 
O — b bough: 285 an Fagan blowing, 
e bendin s Wi 
Would check the — s impetuous 
Which murmur'd to be check d — 4 flowing ; 'P 


*Twas there we met and gaz'd our fill, 
3 
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"Twas there my boſom firſt knew fear, 
Fear, to an Indian maid a ſtranger ; 

The war-ſong, arrows, hatcher, ſpear, 
All warn'd me of my lover's danger. 


| For him by day with cave conceal'd, | 
To bring him food I climb'd'the mountain, 
And when the night no form reveal'd, 


Jocund we t the bubb'fing N 
Then, then. would joy my boſom fl. 


. 
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bn 
$00 . 


ADVANTACGI OF TRUTH. 


Sung by Mr. Parſons, in Inkl and Trice. 


* CI 


GIVE me your plain deali 1 00 
| never from honeſty 

Not thinking on all they ſhould ell Tell, | 
But telling us all that they think, 


a abou whe Bai nee 
His free ſpoken heart's a full cu 


Bu 5 3 
8 e then ede dated ade .. > 


Com plaiſance is a gingerbread creature, . 
Us'd den like er by each ſpark 


Bue truth is & golden repeater, 
rr e 
/ $0173 95 * &f so 
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HOPE. 

LD be ret i *_= 
By By W. eben, Eh. 0 
Tone 


„„ 

Whoſe murmur invites one to leepz 

are ſhaced with trees, 
And my hills are white over with ſheep: 

I ſeldom have met wich a l 


- 


Such health do my fountains beſtow ; 
My fountains all burder'd with. moſs, 
Where the * bells and violets ws 


She'll fay twas a barbarous deed : 

For he . Fun an, the | wad, 
Who 2 its 3 
I lov's her e young 5 | 
Such tenderneſs * trom her * 
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Bit tene dls ty 


The frrains mhy . f 
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TAR JOLLY ANGLERS. 


THE jolly angler's life, 
O It is the of any ; 
3 21 


Tt is a fancy void of ſtrife, 


And belov'd by many : 


It is no crime, at any time, 


But a harmleſs pleaſure 
It is a bliſs of lawfulneſs, 
It is a joy, not a 


It is a (kill that bree 5 we i; 
It is ſweet, and complete ; 


Recreation to the mind, 


5 


Its witty, pretty, decent, 


Pleaſant 


We'll enjoy our leiſure. 


Jn the morning up we ſtart, 


Iuſt as daylighr's ing; 
Take a — „1A pax. ng 5 


7 


— FOR 
If che weather proves but kind, 


fluggard neeping: 


Forth we walk and merry talk, 


To ſome pleaſant river ; 


Near the Thames“ filver ftreams, 
There we ſtand, rod i in hand, 


Fixing right for a bite, 


WD 
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Come leaping , ſkippin 
. e 0 
Dangling at our hooks ſeewre; 


With this paſtime ſweet and pure, 


We co 


d fiſh for ever. 


As we walk the meadows 
Where the fragrant air is; a 
Where the objects to be ſeen, \# 
O what pleaſure there is : 1e 7 
Birds do fing, flowers ſpring, - 
Full of — — ; 
Whiſtling breeze runs thro? the. ss, 
There we meet, meadows * 
Flowers find to our mind. 
tr is a ſcene of {weet content, 
From the ſweet refreſhing bowers, 
Living, giving, caſing, | 
Pleaſing vital powers, 
Rohde ep Hole ibs and Beams, - * i" 
Raiſed by the falling ſhowers, - | 
For man's recreation. 


Thro' the ſhady foreſt, where 
The ſhrill born is founding ; 
Hounds and huntſman roving, 
There is ſport abounding : 
A hedious noiſe is all their joys, . | 
Not to be adnured ; _—_—_ 
While we fiſh to gain a diſh, _ | 
Wr n 
Watch our float, | . 
Spare Our throat, F 


- 
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| 
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. 
While they are ſweltering to and ſro, 


Tantivy, tantivy, S 6s. a | 

The horn does lovdly blow, | 

. Hounds and huntimen all a row, | 
With their paſtime fired. 


«if. We have — in our horns, 
We have worms and paſte too ; 
4 Great coats we have to ſtand a ſtorm, | 
And batkets to our waiſts too: 
We have line, choice of twine, | 
Fitting for our angle, 
If it is ſo away we go, 
Seeking out carp or trout, 
Eel or - pike, or the like, 
| Dace or bleak what we lack, 
Barbel, jack or many more, 
Gudgeons, roaches, perches, tenches, | 
Here's the jolly angler's ſtore, | ; 
We have choice of fiſh galore, 
We will have our angling. 


— 


* 


If the fan's exceſſive heat, 

Should our bodies ſwelter; 

To buſtr or hedge we will retreat; 
our GEL agb. 


Or 8 I *. 


Thins ws flex beneark a E417 
"There we eat vicuals ſweet 
Talp Sage, ſmoak and foge, - 
„nenn ſtay, 
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We go laughing, jek ing. 
End en 
So delightful all the way, . 
Thus we do conclude the day, * 
Wich a cup at parting. 8 


— — — 
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THE COMPLAINING SWAIN, 


'F 


N pleafure's ſmooth wing how old time Male 
away, | 


Ere love's fatal flame leads the f 


2 ſhepherd aftray z 
My days, O ye ſwains! were a round of delight, 
From the cool of the morn to the ſillineſs of night, 
No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, 
But health with content all the year was my gueſt. 


"Twas then no fair Phillis my heart could enſaare, 
mY votes. or we with dreſs or with air 3 
indly young Cupid. had pointed his dart. 
That I gather'd the without feeling the ſmart: 
I toy'd for a while, then I rov'd like a beg, | * . 
But ſtill all my ſong was, I'll ever be free. 


* 1 1 


freſh *.. 3 
, or travers'd the held, - 


"Twas then evry obj 
If I ſtray'd Rab bor, 


A thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay d to my fight 
If the — 4 ſung I could liſten all bo g 
With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 
And awake td new life Ren 


ſome rapturous dream. 
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Bat now, ſiace for Hebe in ſecret Iigh, - ' 
Alas! what a change, and how wretched am I; | 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and g lade, 
Their ſweets now all ſicken, chal ode all fade: 
No muſic I find in ſoft Philomel's ſtrain, 


And the brook MATS rh IOST murmurs in 


vain, 


— 


N ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee, 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upon me ; 
Then teach me, bright Venus, uation! 's ſoft art, 
Or aid me, by reaſon, to my heart ; 
To crown my defire, or to baniſh my pain, 


| Give love tothe nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain. ; 


V 
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a By Matthew Prior, Ei 


HF Converts 1 it in a borrow d name; 
Euphelia ſerves do grace my m 
br Chloe is my real flame. 
ber 
When C Chloe noted her defire, 
n eee. 


3 


* my darling lyre, 


N. 14 


"FAIR EUPHELIA- 5 & 


IHE merchant, to ſecure his treaſure, 


Eupheliz's toilet laß 


| 


. u 
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My lyre I tune, my voice I raiſe, , 
232 numbers mix my fighs ; 


And whilſt I fing E 's praiſe, 
Taraf AE Cilloe's fs 1 

Fair Chloe bluſh'd, Euphelia frowu'd, 
1 ſung and gaz d, I play d and trembled ; 


And Venus, to the loves around, 
Remark' d how ill we all difſembled. 


# Yd 


$ ON G. 
ANNA. 


S erſt to Damon's ſacred ſhade a 
Theſe eyes their grateful tribute paid, 
Of many a tear beguil'd ; 

Sweet Anna ſaw my tender grief, 

And in kind pity A relief, 

She kiſs'd me and I ſmil'd. 


\ 


. 


Ambition next my boſom warm'd, 

Adieu each ſofter care !—Alarm'd TYP 
The fair enchantreſs came; "> 

One kiſs infus d a gentle fire, . 

I felt the noble heat expire, . a 
And curs'd the phantom Fame. 


Transfixt by fancy's poiſon'd dart, 
When late my inly-wounded heart 
Conſum'd in fileat pain 
Like wounded Edward's gen'rous bride, 
Sweet Anna her balmy lips apply'd, 
And drew out all the bane. 
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2 wing — bind: _ 4 
m C's u / charms e er . , 
Or calm philoſophy e lc 
Such empire o'er the mind. 


1 


Then to ſecure my peace and bliſs, 
Sweet Ann, in one eternal kiſs, 
Breathe in th“ all-healing balm : 
No, ceaſe, thou fatal, fond defire, 
Ahl treach'rous kiſſes, you inſpire 
More paſſion's than you calm. 


1 


8 ON. 


THE ENAMOURED FAIR. 


| H! why muſt words my flame reveal ? 
Why needs my Damon bid me tell 
What all my actions prove? 
A blaſh whene er I meet his eye, 
Whene'er I hear his name, a ſigh 
-  Betrays my ſecret love, 


In all their ſports upon the plain, 
My eyes ſtill fixt on him remain, 
And him alone approve : 

The reſt unheeded dance or play, 
From all he ſteals my praile away, 
And can he doubt my love. 


Whene'er 


we 4 
- . <1 "357 1* 280 G 940877C 
mes iis abies | 
The joys that all my foul poſſeſs, 
And ev'ry care remove: 
Still, ſtill, too ſhort his tay, 
The moments fly too faſt a — 
Too faſt ſor my ſond love 


Does any ſpeak in Damon's 
So pleas/d n 1 with all he "wid 


I ev'ry word | 4 
But is he blam'd, n jeſt? r 
1 feel reſentment fire my breaſt, 


— 


But, ah! what —_ my heart, 
Lg bygone: aj g 

1 hate the maid that gives me pain, 

Yet him to hate I ſtrive in vain, 
For, ah! that hate is love. 


1 k 


Then aſk not words, but read * 
1 my * truſt my ſighs, 

* 3 prove : 
Words oft deceive, and ſpring from art, 
The true expreſſions of my heart 

To Damon, muſt be * 
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$ O N G. 


TO SYLVIA. 
By David Garrick, Ey. 


truth can fix the wav'ring heart, 
Let Damon urge his claim ; 

feels the paſſion, void of art, 

The pure, the conſtant flame. 


Tho? fighing ſwains their torments tell, 
Their ſenſual love contemn ; 

They only prize the beauteous ſhell, 
But flight the inward gem. ] 


Poſſe ſſion cures the wounded heart, 
Deſtroys the tranſient fire; 

But when the mind receives the dart, 

Enjoyment whets deſire. 


By age your beauty will decay, 

Your improve with years; 

As when the bloſſoms fade away, 
The ripꝰ ning fruit appears. 


May Heav'n and Sylvia grant my ſuit, 
And bleſs the future hour; 
That Damon, who can taſte the fruit, 


May gather ev'ry flicw'r. 


SONG. 


— 


11 
$ ON S. 


THE MERCHANTMAN, 


2 by Mr. Meadows, in Ialle and Yarice. 


HE Achilles, tho! chriſten'd good ſhip, *ti 


ſurmis d, 
From chat old man of war, great Achilles, ſo pria d, 
WWF pray, fairly d. 


; bel lol, Cr. 


— Achilles if how e itch, 
ED future a ges may know which is which, 
And that one rode in greaſe and th other in 22 

* . 


dow thoꝰ but a merchant ſhip, ſure our ſupplies, 
Nr gain in a lottery lies, 
And blank they all look when they can't get a 
prize. 


Ti lol lol, Ec. 

Whes ave ol their fine names, when no rhino's be- 
, ind ? 

The intrepid, and lion, look ſheepiſh you'll find, 

Whilſt alas! the poor Eolus can't raiſe the wind. 

Ti lol lol, Sc. 


Then the thanderer's dumb, outoftime the Orpheus, 
The Ceres has nothing at all to produce, 
And the eagle, I warrant you looks like a gooſe, 

* Ti lol lol, te. 


But we merchant lads, tho' the foe we can't maul, 

Nor are paid like fine — s ſhips to fight at a call, 

Why we pay ourſelves well without fighting at all. 
Ti lo lol, Se. . 


t % 7 
'$ ON 6. 


_ THE GIFT or THE COD, 


* 


HE N freedom was baniſh'd from Greece 
and from Rome, 
And wander'd neglefted in ſearch of a home, 


 Jove, willing to fix her where long ſhe might ſtand, 


urn'd che obe round about to examine each land: 


With nice circumſpettion he view'd the whole ball, 
AC ame then fell; wy 
Then quickly determin'd, that England alone 

Wes the ſpot well adaped for Liberty's throne. 


Gay Momus infiſted, no was more fit | 
Than the ifland of Freedom for true attic wit; 
And Venus confeſs'd, if twere g to Jove, 
She 38 to make En the empire of 


Then Mars nobly ſtept from his miſtreſs's fide, 
And fwore that the Britons in arms ſhould preſide; 
We — declar'd, that each heart cheering 


For the uſe of brave Engliſhmen he would produce. 


 — To jender complete all the bleſſings now paſt, 

And provide that they might to eternity laſt, 

Twas refolv'd that a toalt ſhould thas infant be 

v'n, 

AG BER i En bumplre of vettar thro? heav'n: 

The teak of the gods was, and mark it. ye free, | 

% May Britons with Britons for ever an 

By their enemies then they ſhall be frar'd, 

And with wit, wins and women | cheer'd. 
SONG. 


—_—_ 


.% 

K . 1 
9 | yy L 8 0 N 8. 
| ABELARD TO ELOISA. 


1 H! Eloiſa, . how hall L 

5 Alu y matchleſs woes rehearſe ? 

No Wend muſe will now comply, 
To animate the verſe: 

When powerful love inſpir d the lay. 
Ho glow'd the charming theme? 

But fate has ſnatch'd that away, 
And life is but a dream. ' 


When melting on thy ſnowy breaſt, 
. How ſweet the moments flew ! 
: With tender ſentiments impreſs'd, 
, All then was love and you: 
Then cold Philoſophy in vain, 
Its precepts did diſplay; ö 
But Cupid and his ſmiling train, | 
Made happy ev'ry day. 


Chang'd is the ſcene-—No more I burn 

With love's reſiſtleſs fire; 

| Cold as the aſhes in the urn, 

” 3 And languid each defire : 

| Yet, Eloiſa, think on me, | 
And ev'ry rapture paſt ; 1 
For ſtill my 7 is true to thee, | 
And will be to the laſt. | F 


5 — 


— 


THE MUSICAL CHASE, 


r | 
The muſical Sade and the merry ton'd horn ; 1 


R Health 


* 
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Healy, 50 health, blooms afreſh in each face, 
r bright beams the gay meadows 


What hk abounding, 
While echo reſounding, 
Tontaron, tontaron, tontaron ſounds the horn, 


For ages long paſt has the chace been renown'd, 
By the wiſeſ, the nobleſt, the greateſt, N 
And thoſe = in battle with conqueſt been 


At firſt in the chace have with honour appear'd : 


What mufic abounding, 


Tontaron, tontaron, the blythe ſportſmen have 


cheer'd. 


Then boys let's away while the ſeaſon invites, 
And bruſh by the dews of the ruddy fac'd morn ; 
To ſhare in theſe noble and healthful delights, 
Whach the huntſmen with vigor and glory adorn: 
Sweet muſic aboanding, 
While echo reſounding, 


Tontaron, tontaron, Naas the heart-cheering horn. 


— Cf ——— ꝛ—•——̃— 


S O N G. 
TIPPLE AND SMOKE. 


ITH a pipe of Virginia how happy am l,. 
And good liquor to moiſten my clay ftand- 
ing by, 


. 8531 g 
I puff up the ſmoke and it curls round the room, 
Like a Phoenix I ſeem in a neſt of perfume : 

Delighting, 

Inviting, 3 
15 a pipe, and a friend who is fond of a joke, 
Then happy together we tipple and ſmoke. 


How pleaſant it is thus to puff time away, 
And between ev'ry whiff chat the news of the day: 
Tobacco, great Raleigh, we owe to thy name, 
And ev'ry true ſmoaker will puff up thy fame! 
Delighting, "7 
Inviting, 
Is a pipe, and a friend that is fond of a joke, 
Then happy together we tipple and ſmoke. 


When buſs'neſs is over, we puff away care, 
Let ev'ry man elſe ſay the ſame if he dare; 
This plant, fo delightful's a foe to the ſpleen, 
n it enlivens the ſcene: 


ighting, 
Inviting, | 
Is a pipe, and a Send that is ad of 6 A000 
Then happy together we tipple and 


While thus in the fumes we're envelop'd around, 
Our heads are like hills which with clouds Kill are 
crown'd; | 
Yet ſoon we emerge, and go cheerful away, ' 
For a pipe of the beſt makes. us bright as the day: 
Delighting, 
Inviting, 
Is a pipe, and a friend who is fond of a joke, 
Then happy together we tipple and ſmoke. . 


3 SNG. 
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s O N S. 


W r n un u 2, 


AT Tar TOMB OF MOULINE's Nan. 
Sung by M/ George, at Ranelagh. 


HE Sun ſhone pale on mountain ſnow, 
While mora unbar'd her gate; 
Wak'd by his beams Maria roſe, 
To mourn her hapleſs fate: 
In piteous ſounds of deepeſt woe, 
Which echo'd through the vale ; 

Soft as the riſing bluſh of morn, 

Or zephyrs 1 gale. 


All night her ſhroud before her paſt, 
Th* owl cry'd, and raven too; 

At eve Maria breath'd her laſt, 

And prov'd thoſe omens true: 

Her ſpirit's now in heav'n repos'd, 

Which her fad vigils kept ; 

Whoſe wounds on earth were never clos'd, 

Whoſe ſorrows never ſlept. 


Yet e're I bid my laſt adieu, 
While in thy clay cold bed; 
Accept the tear of friendſhip true, 
ich o'er thy grave I ſhed: NE 
While life remains, thy hapleſs love 
In mem'ry e're ſhall live; 
May thou in heav'n thoſe bleflings prove, 
Which earth could never give. 


SONG. 


- 


— 
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$ O N G. 


PRITHEE Now DON'T BE A FOOL. 
Sung by Miſe Newman, at Vauxha!l. 


OUNG Jockey firſt taught my gay faney to 


rove, 
And —_— ſcarce in my teens ſought my heart to 
obtain ; 
I would chide him for daring to whiſper his love, 
But the more I ſaid nay, the more prefling the 


ſwain : 
Grown bold c'er he aſk*d me to bleſs him for life, 
I repiy'd like a girl that was juſt come from ſchool; 
For ſo grave and ſo old faſhioa d thing is a wife, 
I'm too young, and fo prithes now don't be afoul. 


It was thus all the ſwains I ſent ſighing away, 
Till my grannum (good woman) would often re- 
mark it ; 
Remember, ſays ſhe, how ſwift time flies away, 
And how many, like you, are out ſtanding their 
market : 
So the very next day when I met the young fwain, 
He reprov'd me for being ſo coy and fo cool, 
And leaving me firai ht with an wy te of diſdain, 
Then 4 ds and cry'd prithee now don't be a 


Bo © "920 7 
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The ſhepherd improv'd on the hint I had given, 
And flew to the parſon to make me his wife; 
This world my dear Jenny with you is a heaven, 

I never before was fo bleſt in my life: 

Then laſſes, when e*re you have lovers in plenty, 
Beſure to remember your grandmother's rule; 
One ſtring to your bow is enough, if you're dainty, 

You'll tive to repeat ever playing the fool. 


S O N S. 
THE HALESWELL. 


* A Tale of Real Wee. 


fate, 

direful tale, ah! how ſhall I relate? 

Alas! my heart, a tale of real woe: 
The tempeſt roars, the ſurging billows ſweep, 
Love, beauty, friendſhip, fortune to the deep : 

- - Alas! my heart, a tale of real woe. 


D**: were the fries, but darker was their 
he 


* See the pathetic Narrative publiſhed by Lanz, 
Price only 18. With an engraved Frontiſpiece, de- 
ſcribing the fituation of the Sbip when ſhe perithed. ö 


Ahl 


e 


h! 
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Ah? Pierce, what ſorrows fill'd thy aching heart, * 
From life, or from thy children dear to n 
Alas! my heart, a tale of real woe 
„I will not leave them, the fond parent cry, 
Then _ them in his arms and with — * 
Alas! my heart, a tale of rea! woe. 


Ah! hapleſs innocents! in coral caves. 
You're buried deep beneath the briny waves; 
Alas! my heart, a tale of tender woe : 
What 8 bleeds ? what eyes from tears re- 
n? 
But who can tell the widow'd mother's pain? 
Alas! my heart, a tale of real woe. 


$ O NS. 


THE MUSICAL CHILD, 


E miſſes aſſiſt me in ſong to rehearſe 
The praiſes of genius ſublime ; 
With happy expreſſion enliven the verſe, 
And <; iCtate a ſoft thinking rhime : 


1 ſing a young wonder of infantile years, 

; ſe notes are melodious and wild ; 

He ſweeps o'er the keys and he charms all ou: ears, 
ne they call him the muſical child, 


R 3 
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By nature inſpir'd and untutor'd by art, 
An infant 2 et at the breaſt ; 
The notes of fond fancy play d fiveet round his heart, 
lis boſom with harmony bleſt: 
With tender affection his parents ſurvey'd 
His actions ſo pleaſing End imil'd ; 
And when his abilities more were diſplay'd, 
They call'd him their muſical child. 


A llo, the muſical , *tis ſuppos 'd, 

— Olym pus L down at his birth ; BY 
The whole of the heart-cheering ſcience diſclos'd, 

To make him a wonder on earth : 
Cecilia beheld from her ftar-circled throne, 
with on him 2 _ I, uh 

ith joy I ado e cry my own, 
: The wander e * al chi. - 


$ O NG. 
BIANA AND nE. 
Sung by Mr. Incledon. 


7 E mortals who'd wiſh to preſerve long your 


lives, 


To the hills, to the valleys repair; 
Hang lounging in bed, leave floth and your wives, 


The 


Awake and purſue the fleet hare: 


a 1 39 ) 


The pleaſures of hunting admit no alloy,  - 
Each heart may be ſeen in each face; 
Then riſe, and Diana ſhall point out the way, 
And Hebe ſhall join in the chace. 


In the Arts that delight both the ear and the eye, 
Our paſtime for ever abounds; 

What painter's fine pencil with nature z can vie, 
What harmony equal the hounds ? 

The ſons of old Galen, with all theic wiſe care, 
To 1 muſt likewiſe give place; 
3 A ſcience we never can want, 

e Hebe ſtill joins in the chace. 


Then ariſe and to horſe, ſee Aurora 
And Phœbus will ſoon be in fight ; 

Hark! the echoing horn, — hed writs a 
Giving taſte o ſucceeding delight | 

Thus your life ſhall paſs on with a gentle decay, 
Till youth to old age muſt give 

And the darts of pale | e ficknef Fall 2 ev'ry day, 
While Hebe ſtill joins in the chace. 


S O NG. 


+ V „ 
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THE HAPPY FELLOW, 


wee my Jug i in one hand and my pipe in 
er, 


I drink to my neighbour and friend; 
My cares in a whiff of tobacco I'll ſmocher, 
For life I know ſhortly muſt end: 
R 5 While 


* 
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While Ceres moſt kindly refils my brown jug, 
With good ale I will make myielf mellow; 

In my old wicker chair | will feat myſelf ſnug, 
Like a jolly and true happy fellow. * 


Pl ne' er trouble my head with the cares of the 


nation, 
I've enough of my own for to mind; 


Fer the cares of this life are but grief and vexation, 


To death we muſt all be conſign'd: 


Then I laugh, drink and ſmoke, and leave nothing to 


Pay 
But drop like a pear that is mellow ; 
Ard when cold in my cofhn I'Il leave them to 
He's gone, waat a hearty good fellow. 


— — — CD 
S ON G. 


SWEETER THAN THE DAMASK ROSE, 


Sang by Mrs. Silcons, 


WEETER than the damaſk roſe, 
Was his lovely breaſt; 
here, O let me there repoſe, 
. Sigh, figh, and fink to reſt, 


Pp 


ſay, 


Cold 
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Cold Death has clos'd thoſe lovely eyes, 
That beam'd like ſummer's morn ; 
My heart with killing anguith dies, 
Broke, broke, I'm left forlorn. 


With leaves, with moſs, with half-blown flow'rs, 
Ye red; breaſts hide my clalds 

Sing thro” all my mournful hours, 
Sing, ſing, with grief I'm wild. 


—— —— 
s O N . 

TUR MERRY DANCE. 

Sung by Miſs Romanxini. 


HE merry dance I dearly love, 
For then, Collette, thy hand I fieze; 

And preſs it too whene're I pleaſe, 

And none can ſee and none reprove : 
Then on thy cheek quick bluſhes glow, 

And then we whiſper ſoft and low, 

Ah! how I grieve, ah! how I grieve, 

I grieve, you ne er her charms can know. 


She's ſweet fifteen, I'm one year more, 
Yet ſtill we are too young they ſay, 1 
But we know better ſure than they; 
Youth ſhould not liſten to threeſcore : 
And I'm reſolv'd to tell her fo, 
When next we whiſper ſoft and low, 
Oh! bow I grieve, oh! I grieve, 
I grieve, you ne er her charms can know. 
SONG. 


= 
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CIRCULATION OF A BUMPER, 


Seng by Mr. Sedgewick. 


O baniſh life's troubles, the Grecian old 
Sage, 
Preſt the fraie of the vintage oft into the bowl ; 
Which made him * * all the care of old age, 
It bloom'd in his face and made happy his foul: 
While. here we are found, 
Put the bumper around, 
-® Tis the liquor of life that each care can controul. 


This jovial Philoſopher taught that the ſun, 
Was chirſty, and Tl drank deep of the main ; 
That the planets would tipple away as they run, 
The earth wanted moiſture and ſoak'd up the rain: 
| Whale here we are found, 
Put the bumper around, 


. r liquor of life, why ſhould 1 we refrain? 


—_ 


Its virtues are known both in war and in love, 
The hero and lover alike it makes bold; 
Vexations in life's buſy day *twill remove, 
Delightful alike to the young and the Ge: 
While here we are 3 
Put the bum 


That ev'ry ill may red wine bo controul'd. 
| 0,0. 


3 


* 


„ F 


„ 


6 
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THE CHARMS OF NANNY. 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith. . 


.WAKE, ſweet muſe, the breathing ſpring, 
With rapture warms, awake and fing ; © 

Awake and join the vocal throng, 4 
Who hail the morning with-a ſong : 
To Nanny raiſe the chearful lay, 
Oh! bid her haſte and come away; 
In ſweeteſt ſmiles herſelf adorn, 
And add new graces to the morn. 


Oh, hark! my love, on ev'ry ſpray, 
Each feather'd warbler tunes his lay; 
"Tis beauty fires the raviſh'd throng, 
And love inſpires the melting ſong: 
Then let my raptur'd notes ariſe, 

For beauty darts from Nanny's eyes ; 
And love my rifing boſom warms, 
And fills my foul with ſweet alarms. 


Ohl come my love, thy Colin's lay, 


With rapture calls, oh, come away; | 
Come, while the muſe this wreath ſhall twine, 
Around that modeſt brow of thine : | 
Oh! hither haſte, and with thee bring, 
That beauty blooming like the ſpring ; 
Thoſe Graces that divinely ſhine, 

And charm this raviſh'd breaſt of mine. 


[ 374 ] 


8 O N G. 


Let FAITHFUL Tan. 
Sung by Mr. Arrowſmith, 


Tyf1t «4 8 
en HE fails unfurl'd, the ſhip unmoor d, 
Her courſe to ſteer, all hands on board, X 
Propitious ev'ry gale; | ! 
Fair Betſey on the beach deplores, 
Her failor bound to diftant ſhores ; 
But nought her tears avail. 


* 


| 

| 

Oh cruel fate! ye pow'rs above, : | 
Why thus bereft ot him I love, [ 
Who on the reſtleſs deep, = | 
The boift'rous tide muſt ceateleſs brave, | 
And meet, perchance a wat'ry grave, 
Whilſt I but live to weep. 


Twelve months elaps'd when he return'd, . 
Her conſtant heart with rapture burn'd, | : 
"Twas freed from ev*ry care: : 
For Henry's love, his heart, his ſoul, 
Were true as needle to the pole, 


In wedded bliſs they tafte delight, 
No winds diſturb, nor ſtorms affright, 
The lovely Betſey's breaſt ; 
For now he makes a 
No more to truſt the raging ſea, 
With ker completely bleſt, 


a 
—_— 


| You ſee, dear father, tho 
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THE WEDDING DAT. 


Sang Ly Miſs Decamp. 


F ET me entreat, entreat you to comply. 

I'm ſure by your looks you cannot long deny: 

Kind Sir, we beg you'll deign to ſtay, 

To hail with glee our wedding-day; 

All on the green with garlands freſh and fair, 
Oh! what delights, would you our paſtimes ſhare: ' 

With dance and ſong, 
We'll join the throng, 6 
And baniſh ev'ry care: l 


4 


- 


| Ohl love, . pence fe by 


Fo £S 


young I can 
a ſtay, I have won him 
es, yes, I am {ure he can't ſay nay, 
, Weall mall keep this holiday: = 
Then on the green, your pleaſure to enhance, 
If you'll but Rab for Julie to advance, | 
Altho' not yet, | | 
So tall as Laurette, 
I think you'll own 1 can dance, 
With ſprightly ſtep, 
I'll bound, I'll leap, - - 
And fing all day 
That happy lay, 
Oh! love, oh! gentleſt pow'r, 
Smile on the wedding hour. 


© 
- * 
1 . 


4 
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ANACREONTIC SONG, 
* Written by Ralph Tomlinſon, E 


o e in full 


glee, 
A few ſons of harmony ſent a petition, 
| | Thathe their inſpirer and would be, 


e 
Grecian 


No longer be mute, 
| I'll lend ye my name and inſpire ye to boot ; 
N And befides, 1 Pl inſtruct ye, like me, to entwine 
| The myrtle of Venus Bacchus's vine. 


The news through wm flew, 
En ods von er ve himſelf airs, 
If theſe mortals are 'd the thts emes "14 ng 
5 FOR POO IP fa above als. | 
EI already they cry, | wy 
2 rts of joy, r 
A fg for Parnath | 3 to s we'll fl 
And there, m 1 
The myrtle n oi Bacchas's vine 


The 
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The yellow-hair'd god, and his nine fuſty maids, 
To the hill of old Lud will incontinent flees _ 
Idalia will boaſt but of tenantleſs ſhades, I 
And the biforked hill a mere deſart will be: 
My thunder, no fear on't, 
Will Hon do its errand, 
And, dam'me! I'll ſwinge the ringleaders, T 


* 
warrant; 


I' trim the young dogs for thus daring to * ewine © 


The Myrtle o Venus with Bacchus's vine. 
Apollo roſe up, and ſaid, 8 ne er 5 


Good king of the gods, with my vot ries bels 
Your thunder is uſeleſs, then ſhe wing his laurel, 


Cry'd Sic evitabile fulmen, you know |! 
Then over each head 


My laurels I' £ 
So my ſons. from your e Ber: 
dread. A 
While ſnag in their club-room, they jovially 


The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine, 


Next Momus got up, with his rifible 
And ſwore with Apollo he'd che 


©. 


de 
The full tide of harmony e- | 


But the ſong, and the catch, and the laugh ſhall 
be mine: 


Hark ove, be not jealous, 


42 honeſt fellows ; | 
"Cry'd @ Jove, we relent, fince the eruth.you now 
tell'us, 
And iwear, by old Styx, that they long ſhall intwine 
The myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's vine. 
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Ye ſons of Anacreo:, then, join hand in hand, © ' 
Preſerve unanimity, LATE, + and-love ; | 


- 


Tis your's to ſupport what's fo happily plann'd, 
- You've the ſanction of gods and tne fiat of Jore: 
Our toaſt may it 
May our club flouriſh happy, united and free! 
3 of Venus with Bacchus vine. 


While thus we agree, { 
N long may the ſons of Anacreon intwine, 
$ 0 N G. 
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SOME, Colin, 5 vide of rurat firains, | 
Q come and b A. 
daifies ſ , the beeches 
The gh le in the wood. 
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3 Colin, haſte, O haſte anay, 
Four ſmiles will make the village gay; 
When you return, the vernal breeze 
Will rl eo the buds; and fan the trees. 
HY | 
Oh! come and ſee the violets ſpring, £1 
© The meadows laugh, the linnets fing; | 


Your eyes our joyleſs hearts can cheer, 
© haſte and make'us happy here. 
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May we * to be frugal before we are obliged to 
be 
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NEW TOASTS and SENTIMENSS, 


O the honeſt fellow, that loves. his un . 
night, and his bukneſs in the morning. 


May we always forget when we forgive an int. 
May we never deſire what we cannot obtain, 


May the deſires of our hearts be virtuous, and thoſe 
defires be gratiſied. 

Riches without pride, or poverty without meanneſs. 

May we breakfaſt with health, dine with friend- 
ſhip, crack a bottle with mirth, - —— 
-with the — contentment. 

May we draw upon Content for the — 
of Fortune. 

The cavſe of liberty throughout world, 

All fortune's daughters but t-2 ciweh, 8 

May we treat our friends wich kindaels, and F: 
enemics with generofity. | 

May we fly from the temptations that we canner 


reſiſt 4 
May virtue be our armour when witkedaeſs is our 
aflailant. ' 


A good horie, a warm houſe, a ſnug eftate, 2 J 
retty wife, to every man that deierves them. + 
Perdition to the man that owes his greatneis do li 
country" s rain. | 
Conſtancy i in love, and ſincerity in friendſhip. 3 
Love to one, friendſhip to a ſew, and goo-will to a 
May we be flaves to nothing but our duty, and 4 
friends to gens. but merit. 
oy we never ſeek applauſe from party rinciples; 4 
but always 2 it from public ri. | 
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and ing heart. | , 
55 and pleaſure to thoſe who protect the fair. 
and ng 
bar benevolence be bounded only by our ſortuns 
lemptation never conquer virtue. 
the — heart never know diſtreſs. 
ares that pleaſe on reflection. | 
to gain a heart and ſenſe to keep it. 
dhip without intereſt, and love without deceit. 
to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our taſte. 
public ſpirit be ſupported by the conſtitution, 
nd the conſtit ation be u 4 by public ſpirit. 
ing peace, or an honorable war. 
the fair daughters of Britain be reſplendent in 
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W 
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beauty, virtue and honor. 
dur ſtateſmen be vigilant and our ſailors brave. 
lure, Navigation and Trade. 


E for a guide and fortune for an attendant. 

without feat, and life without care. 

n ior trade,” Oxford for wit, and the whole 
Kingdom for pretty women. 

cle like the arms of an affectionate wife. 

x virtuous offspring ſucceed to mutual and ho- 
nourable love 


we never be influenced by jealouſy, nor go · 
verned by intereſt. WE 

s to the generous, and power to the merciful. 

lack till we are tir'd of it. 

eaſon be the pilot, when paſſion blows the gale, 

wrudence the cockſwain, when love fills the ſail. 

man we love, and the friend we dare truſt. 

ve be happy when alone and cheerful when in 
company. | 

ine and good humour all the world over. 

who love pleaſure. and contribute to it. 
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